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THE MIDDLE WAY 
by 
GLADYS GARBER 
My theme or intention might be defined as follows: 
Eugene is a symbol of America, of a land in which even those 
descended from the passengers of the Mayflower are immigrants. All 
immigrants search for security. In this land, security is the eternal 
and evanescent goal. But in this search for security there is a loss 
of humility. Only the dead and God have security. And the Gods will 
see you dead if you search for it. 
The old Greek sin is the sin of Pride--Man attempting to be 
Godlike. It is our human destiny to be insecure--we cannot go against 
our destiny. This is fundamentally irreligious. It is a blasphemy. 
It goes with a lack of values. 
The stor,y deals with Eugene's struggle to find his place in 
the universe--within the circle of a materialistic society. At first 
he is materialistic himself, compulsively so. Then a number of events 
"scare" his insecurity into the open. His old Hebraic beliefs about 
the balancing of the books and the Day of Judgment come back. But he 
believes--Calvinistically--that repentance and righteousness will avert 
the severity of the decree. He turns to atonement. 
However, here too he is compelling his atonement, willing it, 
forcing it. 
Eugene's sin is the sin of Pride. And, as in the ancient 
Greek days, when man attempted to be like the Gods--to force his own 
fate--there is a note of Homeric laughter in the wings. The Gods will 
deal with him in their own way at their own time. 
~Bot for men sein, and soth it is, 
That who that al of wisdom writ, 
It dulleth ofte a mannes wit 
To him that shal it a1 dai rede, 
For thilke cause, if that ye rede, 
I wolde go the middel weie 
And wryte a bok between the tweie, 
Somewhat of lust, somewhat of lore, 
That of the lasse or of the more 
So man mai lyke of that I wryte." 
Gower, Confessio Amantis 
CHAPTER I 
1. 
That Spring the buds swelled visibly, vivid shafts of green, 
clothing the outstretched arms of trees, tender escorts to the delicate, 
maidenly blossoms. The white-laden boughs approached the moving train, 
gave way to an arid waste, reappeared in groups like a forest garden 
planned with an excess of care then abandoned for a more interesting 
project and taken up again but with the interval of waste land forgotten. 
The wheels sang over the rails in a dignified, resonant chant 
of his name, Eugene Manning, Eugene Manning, Eugene Manning. He had 
not· been to the City that morning but had come straight from his home, 
twenty miles north of the City. It was only when the train pulled away 
West from the City in the used-to-be-known-and-well-remembered twenty-
two mile span toward his old home town, that the song of the rails, at 
an indefinable moment, changed. 
At first he was preoccupied with the scenery dipping back 
into the past--the towns, the houses flashing by like a return trip 
into memory. Here was the point where the river forked away to pursue 
a lonely and guarded secret to the sea, carrying on its banks a few iso-
lated and paint-chipped houses clutching vainly and finally at a battered 
prestige of being known as a House on the Water. It was at this spot, 
when he was a child, that his mother had unexpectedly searched into her 
reticule and extracted bread and pickles and cold meat and then gazed 
in astonishment at the sight of his tears. He had explained his sobs 
on the grounds of his disappointment at being deprived of a treat later 
at a restaurant in the City; yet, mingled with the truth of this reason, 
was an unexpressed humiliation at having brought a lunch to the 
journey. 
Again the refrain leaped from the rails and he was aware of 
the difference. It reminded him of a party he had attended once where 
one of the guests had been an amateur hypnotist. A young woman had 
agreed to submit herself to his test. He had her put to sleep then 
told her to write her name. Each time the hypnotist mentioned the grade 
of school she attended the young woman wrote her name, but it was always 
her marriage name. It wasn't until the hypnotist had descended to the 
second grade that the young woman's handwriting, now a childish scrawl, 
traced her maiden name. 
If you go far enough into the past, Eugene thought. For now 
the insistent refrain the rails chanted was Eugene Meyerson, Eugene 
Meyerson, Eugene Meyerson. It had been Sylvia's idea to change the name. 
Well, he hadn't objected. 
He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror swaying over the 
seat in his compartment, this perpetual presence, insatiable for the 
glimpses in spite of the sadness that settled sometimes like a lump be-
hind his breastbone and was unexplainable. Caught unexpectedly and 
without remembrance, he was surprised anew at his own appearance, the 
clothes with the tailoring that transgressed carefulness and approached 
intuition, the hat thoughtfully unjaunty, the felt soft with silky nap. 
If they would be kind. 
"Last brush off, Mr. Manning?" the porter said. 
He turned to look at the porter, at his eyes vmite as the 
white of an egg, solid like the egg and a little moist. He stood still 
and allowed the porter's brush to flick over the imported cloth of his 
coat. 
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"Careful with that brush," he said. "This cloth's too damned 
expensive." 
"Yes, sir," The porter said, his grin wide. "Careful it is." 
Now why did I s~ that, Eugene Manning asked himself angrily. 
Am I trying to impress the porter? His fingers hesitated over the hard 
change in his pocket and reached for the soft folding money. 
"Thank you, Mr. Manning," the porter said. 
The train slowed and jerked to a stop and it was Sanford. He 
was down the steps and out on the platform. I have come because I am 
sad, he thought. I don't understand it, and I am afraid of it. 
Just beyond the stationhouse he saw his mother, old as she had 
been when she visited him last in the City. She seemed more shrunken 
than ever in the black coat with the black straw hat, thick-lensed 
glasses too heavy on her small, wrinkled face, her almost sightless eyes 
turned in the direction of the train like a child in a game of blind 
man's buff who, her eyes covered, identifies and propels herself toward 
her objective by the association of sounds. 
They were all there to meet him, his brother Aaron with Anna, 
his wife. And Polly. His mother had written she would be at the 
station but he hadn't quite believed it. He knew the cataracts were 
getting worse and she couldn't have come alone. "They'll probably draw 
lots to see who takes Mama to the station," he'd said to Sylvia. "The 
loser will have to go." Now he saw them all there. Maybe nobody would 
go unless they all did, he thought. Or maybe ••• ~be they want to show 
me how they all stick together. And a picture came into his mind of the 
snake cut up into little pieces with all its strength gone. All right, 
he said to himself, it's a union. 
"Well, l'fama, so you did come," he said. He wanted to sa;~, 
I have no reason for this sadness, and what I need is 
--- _.__ -----
consolation. 
"Eugene," his mother said and turned her clouded vision up to 
his tallness. 
He saw the arteries of wrinkles radiating in diffuse patterns 
over the crepey skin. And the papier-mache eyelids--hairless--that 
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opened and closed as if manipulated by invisible strings, the skin opaque 
over the small round marbles that were the eyeballs. 
Automatically, his hand extended toward Aaron; but, quite natur-
ally, Aaron turned to allow Anna and Polly to get through. 
"You picked the right day," Aaron said. "It's lucky I could 
leave the store for a few hours. Just happens I'm free today." 
"I didn't mean to inconvenience you. I thought if you were busy 
I could just see Mama alone." 
"That's all right," Aaron said, too quickly. "Im free as a 
bird." 
Eugene thought of the bitterness of their last parting. The 
wa;~ they had hurled invectives at each other like a Shanty Irish family. 
His sister Polly, too, was friendly enough. But not warm. They didn't 
understand that he sought only to dispel a lump behind his breastbone 
that had come to plague him. He could not trace the cause of the lump, 
but he hoped to find the antidote here. 
Aaron's car was black and almost new and a little dusty the way 
Aaron always kept his cars. Aaron had a sort of looseness about the 
jowls--his shoulders were lost under a layer of flesh. Eugene remember-
ed Aaron in the business, his self-deprecation, the timidity he had 
tried to conceal until the manifestation appe~ed like arrogance. It 
seemed incredible now that Aaron's lack of confidence could have irri-
tated him to the point of rage. Oh, Aaron had tried, but the effort 
had to be made secretly because Aaron's pride would not let him admit 
to the necessity for the effort. And Eugene in his rage, in his utter 
intolerance and impatience with the too-slow development of Aaron's com-
petence, had wanted Aaron out of the business. 
"How is Sylvia?" his mother asked. 
"Too bad she couldn't have come with me," Eugene said. "She's 
just getting over a cold. The virus has been something fierce this 
winter. The boy had it too." 
"Well, we're simple people," Mama said. "Not too much excite-
ment here maybe." 
The annoyance rose steeply and dipped and rose again in a fluc-
tuating bitterness that he had thought he had pushed down long ago. He 
tried to swing his mind to something else. It was unfair of Mama to 
think that way about Sylvia. It was unfair to Sylvia. He remembered 
what Sylvia had said to him before he left. "I'll go if you want me to, 
Eugene. You know I would do anything to please you." Of course he 
couldn't have taken advantage of her willingness and he had told her 
never mind. But she had offered. 
"I don•t mean no bad," Mama said in her gentle wa;y. "It's 
young people." 
"Let's drop it, Mama," Polly said. 
Eugene looked at her appraisingly. Polly seemed young and 
thinner than when her husband was alive. Widowhood did that sometimes, 
he'd heard. He had a sudden vision of Polly as she had been that last 
time, her face contorted with hatred, her mouth spewing brutal words. 
Her eyes, that had been so bitter, were bright and fresh now. 
"You're living with Mama again, Polly?" he asked. 
"Yes," she said. '~ve•re all together again.tt 
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It would be absurd to imagine that there did not exist an omin-
ous tone to her voice; he would have had to assume that Polly, and for 
that matter his brother Aaron, was of a forgiving temperament. As it 
was, his reception was of a more pleasant degree than he had expected 
when he had feared the worse, but it was not as warm a reception as that 
for which he had hoped when he had reached for that unexplainable, indef-
inable something that had prompted the visit. If there had been that 
in his nature that would have allowed him to reach across and clasp their 
hands in warmness and closeness, he would have done it. 
They drove down Liberty Avenue and Eugene turned to gaze at 
the High School, time-darkened and covered with ivy. Then a right on 
Sycamore Avenue and they reached the house, the old house with the curli-
cue-railed porch and the wood scallopings and the tall, Gothic gables 
that Papa used to s~ meant their souls being offered to God. Papa had 
had a special kind of religion. Not religious at all, and then would 
come an unexpected bit. 
On the front lawn was a sign with the name Meyerson on it. 
"What is it you call yourself by now?" Aaron asked, his brow 
wrinkled in forgetfulness, his tone careless and friendly. "Never can 
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remember the name." 
Was it possible for a family who had quarreled to attain a 
decent status, Eugene wondered. Instead of answering, he turned to 
Polly. "Is your boy home? It•s been ••• " 
grown." 
"He's at school," Polly said. "How is Paul? He must have 
Eugene nodded. "You'd never know him." 
"No," Mama said sadly. 
Eugene turned toward the house. The smells reached him before 
he was in the door, the familiar smells of washed carpets and cinnamon 
and sun-warmed dust motes. The intransience of life was like a presence 
in this room that they still called the sitting-room with the same 
round table in the corner, the same overstuffed chairs with the white 
crocheted antimacassars placed at strategic points to prevent the chairs 
from becoming soiled. 
His sister-in-law Anna took his coat and hat. If change had 
not penetrated the physical features of the house, it had succeeded, 
in an ineffable manner, in obliterating the girl that had been Anna and 
substituting a young woman more obese with features firm and attractive 
but set in a larger face, the entire frame and person seemingly on a 
larger scale. Sylvia would bemoan Anna's figure. "But she's lost her 
beauty," she would say. 11It•s difficult enough to attain what's lovely. 
But to throw it away ••• " 
"Well, lunchtime's past," Anna said. "Maybe a cup of coffee 
would do though." 
"No. No, thanks. I ate a late breakfast." 
"There• s my strudel," Mama said. "I made it special." 
"I can•t resist that," Eugene said laughing. "If Sylvia were 
here she'd be after me about my waistline. I'm not complaining though; 
she does keep me feeling fit. Just a piece of strudel. No coffee, 
thanks." 
Anna had a solid walk, talking all the while she moved in her 
quick, heayy way. It was only after she had gone toward the kitchen 
that he realized that Polly had disappeared. Probably upstairs. The 
memory of her foot upon the stairs reverberated now like an echo that 
continues to sound in the eardrums of your mind after the actual sound 
itself has ceased. 
"How is Polly getting along?" Eugene asked. "Lucky she has 
the boy; still, she must be lonely." 
"She does wonderful" Ma.rna. said. She walked with light drag-
ging steps to one of the over-stuffed chairs and sat in it, looking 
shrunken and little, but clean and neat in her dark-blue dress with the 
white collar. Her thin gray hair was neatly combed back in the little 
bun she wore at the back of her head, but pulled so tightly some of the 
pink of her scalp showed through here and there. The thick-lensed 
glasses seemed incongrously heayy on her small nose. "Polly does very 
good in organization work. She was made a president last year. She 
does good for poor people and it does good for her." 
"That's fine," Eugene said. "I'm glad to hear it." 
He sat carefully not leaning his back against the chair. The 
lace doily had been put there to protect the chair and its purpose was 
entirely successful. It made you want not even to stain the doily. 
8. 
I wonder who makes them now, he thought. Maybe Anna. Mama can't any 
more. He watched her fingers, the thumbs moving against each other as 
if restless for the fancy work. 
"Does Sylvia work to help other people?" Mama asked. 
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"Yes. She's interested in various clubs. She's held some 
offices too. But Sylvia has her flowers and her love of music. She dis-
likes the pettiness that exists in women's clubs. One faction who re-
sents other factions. Evidently, we're a target. A great many people 
seem to know us and watch what we're doing. It's very amusing, but it 
can be annoying too. •t 
"So popular you are?" Mama asked. 
Eugene laughed. "That's a kind word, Mama. But don't exalt me. 
I'm only a little business man with my one factory. Some of my friends 
own five factories. Compared with them ••• " 
"What's the matter with your business?" 
"Papa worked hard all his life for that business. 
Mama said, bridling. 
He killed himself 
working." She sighed and her tone grew reminiscent. "He always said he 
didn't want you children should work for someone else. He was a good 
man, your father. He provided good for you." 
"I worked hard too," Eugene said. "Afternoons after school 
when the other boys were playing ball I was in the factory, shlepping 
cartons. Didn't I put my life into the business?" 
"You shouldn't complain," Aaron said quietly. "You have the 
whole thing to yourself now. It's all yours." 
Eugene checked the retort that rose automatically to his lips. 
I didn't come here to start anything, he said to himself. Why bring it 
all up again? What's past is past. A tenseness, which was what Eugene 
had dreaded, had arisen. He was silent, hoping that Aaron's sense of 
humor would prompt a remark that would make them all laugh. Aaron used 
to be so witty. He remembered after Polly's husband had died and been 
buried in the family plot near Papa, they were discussing the fact that 
there was room there for only six. Anna had said she would want to be 
with Aaron, and Polly had said she had to be near her husband and her 
father. It had seemed as if one of their quick, easy quarrels was 
imminent, when Aaron said, "I'll settle the argument. The ones lucky 
enough to die the soonest will get first choice." 
But Aaron's face was humorless and his voice held bitterness. 
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"Everything is relative," he said. "When I compare your dress factory 
that manufactures dresses for the whole country with my little dress 
store that gives me a conservative living, I can't see that you have any 
cause for complaint." 
Don•t, Eugene voiced to himself. This isn't why I came. What 
he wanted to express was bunched up in the hard lump in his breast, in-
articulate, and he was bewildered. Why did I come, he thought. What am 
I to say? 
Aaron got to his feet in a loose, shambling way. His skin 
was pale with a yellowish tinge. 
"I think I'll go upstairs, Mama," he said. "Eugene is here 
to talk to you anyway. 11 He started to leave the room and almost collided 
with his wife. She looked at him questioningly and he started to speak, 
but changed his mind, shook his head, and went up the stairs. She came 
in doubtfully then, and hesitantly passed a dish with two pieces of strudel 
to Eugene. 
"What's the matter with Aaron, Mama," she asked after a silent 
deliberation. 
"I guess he got himself upset," Mama said. "You better go 
with him." 
After Anna left, Eugene took a bit of the strudel. He had no 
appetite and he nibbled at a corner. The crust was flaky and soft, the 
filling meaty the way he remembered. 
"It's delicious," he said. 
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"I'm glad. When I make it I always think you should have some. 
I used to make it for you special when you was little. Remember?" 
"Don't I. The modern wives don't make these dishes any more. 
You can't beat Sylvia for the fancy things, all trimmed up with chicory 
and parsley. But when I think of geful te ,llih and tsimes and logshen 
koogle ••• " 
"You should come here more," Mama said. "I'll make you 
everything." 
"How can I, Mama?" Eugene said helplessly. "You see for 
yourself." 
"You're both my sons," Mama said. ''What should I say?" 
"I didn't feel that I was in the wrong, Mama. I've done the 
right thing by everyone. I worked hard for that business. It's right 
it should belong to me." 
"You're my son," Mama said. "A mother's heart forgives. 
That's all I can say." 
Eugene got to his feet and walked to the window. Outside, the 
sun was high in the sky. His eyes swept the quiet street, glanced over 
the tall, wooden houses, old but well-maintained, the lawns neat 
cubicles within the grillwork of fences, and rested finally upon the 
approaching figure of a man. There was something about his walk that 
suggested run-down heels; on the other hand, there was an element in 
the walk at once vaguely remembered yet consistent with entire mood of 
discordance that was prevalent here in his mother's home between his 
family and himself. It was an insouciance the walk suggested that 
troubled Eugene. As the man drew closer, a particular beauty of his 
face and form became evident. His hair was brown, cropped close to a 
perfectly shaped head; his features were classically perfect, the nose 
straight with rather thin nostrils, the lips were red, full but curved 
enough to be sensuous. The perfection of his face did not detract from 
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a virility about his person; the features, though aesthetically formed, 
were strongly marked, the chin strong and slightly square. He was tall 
and lean, the skin stretched over a large-boned frame. Eugene recognized 
him. 
"It's Lewis Meyerson," he said with a certain excitement. "Is 
he coming here?" 
It seemed his mother hesitated. "I was meaning to talk to you 
about Lewis," she said. "They're staying with us a while. You remember 
Barcia, his wife." 
"Lewis?" he asked. "I heard he was doing well. Went into 
business, didn't he? That was a surprise after all that education. 
Didn't the business turn out well?" 
She lifted her hands from her lap in an eloquent gesture then 
dropped them. 
"Mama ••• you didn't ••• " The expression on her face verified 
his suspicion. "Mama, you know I can't give him a job. If he didn't 
make good, I couldn't let him go. A very embarrassing situation could 
come of it. After all, my own cousin." 
The annoyance rose so sharply he turned back to the window. 
Lewis was turning into the path that led to the porch. For an instant, 
the old pang of envy shot through Eugene. Lewis had been the scholar, 
gone to college, had once almost won a Rhodes scholarship. Secretly, 
Eugene had yearned to go to college. His envy of Lewis had gone beyond 
his cousin's education. Lewis had had a confidence, an assurance--yes, 
insouciance was the word. He had always been so detached--so aloof. 
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His handsomeness had never inspired suspicion in people; on the contrary, 
he had a power that drew people. There had been that girl--what was her 
name? Eugene had taken her out and they had all met at a dance. In 
fairness to Lewis, he had scarcely looked at the girl. It was she who 
had become fascinated, never taking her eyes from Lewis, forcing herself 
upon his attention with remarks directed at him--remarks that scarcely 
fitted into the conversation. After his first date with her, Eugene 
could never persuade her to go out with him again. Once, he had seen 
her with Lewis and he had known it was the girl who had done the pursuing. 
Lewis had seemed too disinterested. 
Lewis had been at college when he first began to date Sylvia. 
Somehow, he had never formally introduced Sylvia to his cousin Lewis, 
although they knew each other from years of passing on the street. Yet 
now... He could see Lewis clearly walking up the path. His suit was 
well-tailored but the fit, through long usage, had shaped itself indolently 
to the lines of the boqy. It was part of the same pattern that had 
irritated Eugene ever since he had entered the house, this stoicism, 
this acceptance of things as they were. The old houses on the street 
had it, Aaron had it, now he saw it in his cousin Lewis. But not in 
14. 
his mother. On~ his mother lifted her head proudly in her nearblindness 
and fought out. 
At a certain moment Lewis paused, looked up, and saw Eugene. 
Their glances met, wavered, then Eugene stepped back and aw~ from the 
window. 
"You shouldn't have promised anything, Mama," Eugene said. 
"You had no right." 
She rocked a little in her chair, her fingers feeling for the 
antimacassars on the arms. "My husband's business," she said softly. 
He felt oppressed in the room. So much furniture, The 
pieces were all so large and heavy, the chairs, the tables, the heavily 
ornamented bric-a-brac on the mantel. Then suddenly he looked through 
the window again and saw Lewis• retreating back. 
"Oh, don't," he cried before he thought. 
ursn•t he coming in?" Mama said. "Did he see you? What did 
you do?" 
"Everything is my fault,•• Eugene said bitterly. He turned back 
to face his mother. "Well, some people like me. You should hear what 
my friends think of me." 
"Friends," his mother said. "You live too much for what 
people think of you. God forbid you should be down and out. You'd see 
then how much they would think of you." 
He turned his head slightly away and pressed his lips to-
gether in a conscious effort not to answer. He felt the lump and he 
was frightened with a sick feeling. Why must he always say what he had 
cautioned himself against saying? He had wanted his mother's approval, 
and what he sensed behind her habitual gentleness was an unaccustomed 
coldness. Why had he come? He felt pressed for a reason as if they 
stood, the family silently united, in a row, invisible yet waiting to 
hear the purpose for which he had come. Too many times before, he had 
had a reason. Now that he had come without a purpose, without a plan, 
he felt embarrassed for the doubt and curiosity they would experience 
if they knew. 
His mother looked toward him and he was forced to speak. 
"You're wondering why I came, Mama.. I was thinking about your building--
the factory building. Papa left it to you and you get an income from 
it." He stopped, hesitated. "If Aaron and Polly got hold of that build-
ing, you know what would happen. They'd either make me move or they'd 
jack the rent so high I'd have to get out. And I can't move. I'd have 
to break the walls of the building to get some of the machinery out of 
there." 
The papier-mache eyelids opened and closed. The small marbles 
that were the eyeballs stared at him. 
"I've been thinking," he said. "You get a certain income out 
of the building. Would you consider giving me the building if I give you 
the same income for the rest of your life?" 
"And why?" Mama said, "should I do this?" 
"I'm thinking of my family," Eugene said. "It's natural for a 
I'la.I1 to want to protect his family and give them security." 
Upstairs, a board creaked under a light footstep. Polly 
maybe, Eugene thought. Mama stopped to listen before she answered. 
"Security? How much security can a person have? From what 
are you afraid to need so much security?" 
Frightened? Yes, he was frightened. Would she understand 
about the lump behind his breastbone and that he sought a way by which 
to dispel it? Did the fright stem from a lack of security and was the 
acquisition of the building part of the solution? 
"I think I need the building," he said. "Mama, I need it." 
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His mother nodded. "Yes, I see you need it. You don't have 
to be afraid of Aaron and Polly. They don't have the hate in them you 
think they have.'t She lifted her handkerchief and pressed it to her 
lips. "I don't have no business head but I can see that's no good offer. 
You always forget I have two other children. They don't need so much as 
you maybe. They don't need so much because they don't live for what 
people think of them. They don't live so people should look up to them 
and think they're so fine. But I don't forget them. They're good 
children." 
Eugene stayed with his mother another hour. When he left, 
his mother had promised to protect him but only in a will. The building 
was to go to him with the condition that he was to give each of the 
other two children a sum an appraiser was to state as fair. After the 
arrangement, Eugene waited for the sensation of relief. It will come 
later, he thought. It•s too soon. He didn't see Aaron or Polly or Anna 
before he left. He called a taxi and kissed his mother goodbye. 
"When will I see you again, Eugene?" 
"Soon, Mama. I'll write you. We'll make a date." 
The taxi came and he got in and waved to his mother standing 
on the porch until he remembered she couldn't see him aQYWaY~ All the 
while he kept pushing the thought of the family back into a small cor-
ner of his mind. They drove down Sycamore Avenue and turned into 
Liberty, the street he knew but all the people were strange. There were 
very few people in this town he ever thought of any more. Oh, maybe a 
few like Doc Jacobson and that girl with the nice figure who used to 
sing and his French teacher in High School, Miss Mallory her name had 
been. She'd had a caustic tongue and it had usually been directed at 
him. She'd been a blue-eyed, vibrant person with a high-voltage person-
ality. He smiled, remembering how he had secretly wanted her approval. 
He'd tried devious ways of gaining it but nothing had helped. She 
hadn't liked him much. He used to daydream of someday becoming success-
ful and showing her. Suddenly he had an impulse. He tapped on the 
glass. 
"Drive to the High School," he said. 
Yes, Miss Mallory was teaching still, the girl in the office 
told him. Room 114 and her class was just breaking. He could go right 
in. He hesitated a moment then walked down the now unfamiliar corridor. 
Had it always been so dark and gloomy? Room 114. The door was open 
and the teacher was standing in the entrance. 
The woman facing him, too, was unfamiliar. The blue eyes were 
faded, the figure thickened. Her hair was shorter than he remembered 
and very thin. Only the personality shone through, vibrant still. 
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"Do you remember me?" he asked. "I'm Eugene Meyerson, an old 
pupil of yours. I was just passing by," he added a little foolishly. 
Strange that his reaction should still be psychologically that of pupil 
to teacher. 
She stared at him with an examining eye. "The name means 
nothing. But the face. Yes, I know that face." 
Then they were shaking ~ands and smiling. 
"You never liked me," he said. "Maybe that will help you to 
remember." 
"But I do remember," she said. "Only I don•t recall not 
liking you. But if you thought so, how brave of you to come back." 
The corridor seemed far away from the world, a place in which 
to make confidences. 
"There are people in life you always want to impress," he 
said. ·~tever success you gain, you want those people to know of it. 
You've always represented somebody like that to me." 
"I understand," she said smiling. "It• s very flattering, I'm 
sure. Now that I think of it, I remember once you were playing ball as 
I was walking by. You had just hit the ball and you looked up at me. 
I thought that it was a good hit but I was busy and didn't say so. We 
never know what a word of praise will mean, do we?" 
He didn't remember the incident but he smiled. He wondered 
if she could recognize the circumstances of his life. All the time he 
talked to her he fingered the soft, silky nap of his felt hat. When he 
left her, all the bad feeling he had had with his mother was gone and 
he felt buoyant and assured. 
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It was only when he started to get into the taxi again that 
he stopped short. The boy playing ball! He had never played ball in 
High School. He had never had the time. She had him confused with 
somebody else then. He almost turned to go back into the school but he 
checked himself. What was the use? 
He hesitated still, one foot on the sidewalk. A clock struck 
the hour. He still had to return to the City, to the factory. If he 
missed the train, he would be home late for dinner. Sylvia... For a 
fleeting instant, his foot planted itself solid on the sidewalk. Then 
he lifted it into the taxi. 
"To the station," he said to the driver. 
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CHAPTER II 
At this hour Kneeland Street was crowded and warm. Eugene 
recognized some of the people on the street, textile workers out for a 
quick midafternoon coffee and bosses set to confer with partners over 
the cafeteria tables. Late Spring, for the wholesale trade, was past 
even the summer rush and an afternoon letdown of tension was apparent. 
The day was hot for Spring and the afternoon sun cast a 
brilliant whitish haze over the hurrying light-frocked women and shirt-
sleeved men. The taxi writhed slowly through the traffic, past the 
tall buildings of the core of the street. As the street progressed, 
the buildings decreased in size and number. The busy street took on 
the appearance of an outlying district. Scattered spots of green 
appeared, one or two trees, even a bush. At last they reached a long, 
low concrete building at the far end of the street. A tall chain-link 
fence surrounded a hard-packed dirt yard on the side. A large old oak 
stood about twenty yards from the entrance. The sun, shining through 
the leaves, cast a rather delicate golden fresco on the hard-packed 
ground. Then suddenly the sun was gone. A light wind arose. Eugene, 
paying the cabdriver, shivered. 
A chest-high, concrete loading platform ran the length of 
the side of the building. Wooden slats had been crossed to cover the 
empty space beneath, but here and there the makeshift trellis was 
broken and jagged gaps yawned in the otherwise uniform appearance. 
Climbing the stairs, Eugene turned his eyes from one of these gaps. 
But as he was always somehow impelled to look at objects that distressed 
him; involuntarily, his eyes swung back. Through the break in the slats 
was emptiness only and the bare, hard ground. 
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A strange thing had occurred here one day during the winter 
past. 
It was late afternoon in a cold winter dusk when Eugene had 
seen a cat lying there with two new-born kittens. The mother cat•s 
eyes, darting now and then to the two balls of fur huddled beneath her 
for warmth, had gazed into his. A fine thing for a place of business, 
he had thought. A breeding place for cats. And he thought of how 
slovenly it would appear to any stranger who happened to see it. He 
picked up a stick from the ground and approached the gap. Then hold-
ing off the mother cat with the stick, he reached in with his other hand 
and picked up the two kittens. For another instant he looked into the 
mother's blazing eyes, then he walked to the far corner of the yard. 
The kittens were soft and warm in his hand and the heart of one throbbed 
against his thumb in soft, quick little beats. When he threw them over 
the fence they lay in an amorphous heap huddled close against the cold-
as-ice chain-link fence. Then he hurried aw~. 
But this was not the end of the affair. 
Eugene had alw~s had a particular curse and this was the 
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curse of identification. He could put himself into the position of a 
person who suffered and feel as if he were that person. When he heard 
of a problem a person was having, it was as if he were having that 
problem. He could identify himself with that person and feel the same 
distress, the same inner ache. He suffered all the ills of which he 
heard. Only when a deed was done did he begin to realize what the other 
person involved must be feeling. And, by that time, what he was feeling. 
If he had been a philanthropist, he could have been a happy man. Then 
he would have known the joy both of the donor and of the recipient. 
That night, lying under the warm covers, he felt cold steel 
against his spine and the bed trembled slightly with his shivering. 
And in the middle of the cold winter night, he arose from his bed, 
drove his car out of the garage and went back to the City. With his 
flashlight, he searched for the kittens on the hard, bare ground. 
They were gone. His beam swung to the broken slats in the steps. 
Emptiness here. Even the mother cat had disappeared. She's probably 
got them safe and warm someplace, he thought with relief. But he 
could not be sure. 
In the desolation of the coldness at the pit of his stomach, 
his thoughts swung away from the kittens and, seeking a resting place, 
lighted on his cousin, Lewis Meyerson. In a way he could not explain 
to himself, he saw a similarity between the two incidents. Yet how 
could he have known that Lewis, through a window pane, would interpret 
a glance that said there was no use coming in, there was no job avail-
able for him, no outstretched hand of solace. Eugene had only turned 
away from the window. It might have meant anything. He might have 
turned away to approach the door to greet his cousin. Yet, as with the 
kittens, he felt suddenly as if he were Lewis walking up the path, meet-
ing the glance, and being refuted. Eugene could feel Lewis' emotions 
as if they were his own. Something in him coiled itself quickly and 
tightly. His throat choked. Then, just as suddenly, he became angry. 
Why should Lewis assume an attitude of defeat? It was the same atti-
tude he saw in his brother Aaron. His anger directed itself against 
both men. People who accepted. 
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His father hadn't accepted. 
He reached the head of the stairs and walked down a long 
corridor that led into his office without passing through the outer 
rooms. His office was rather bare and not too tidy, a few samples were 
thrown around, a light coating of dust lay on the two leather chairs, 
a large, oak desk was partly scrubbed of veneer. His father. How 
often lately he thought of him. 
He opened a drawer in the desk. He had a picture in the 
drawer of his father when he was young. In spite of its age, the pic-
ture was still clear. His father wore a fitted topcoat, of dark stuff, 
with a black velvet collar, a felt hat with the brim wide and rolled 
upward at the sides, a pair of gloves that must have been of a soft kid 
because of the love his father had for good materials, and trousers 
conventionally tapered toward the ankle. The picture of a dandy. But 
the eyes were dark and fine,alert but indrawn too; and the nose, even 
from a three-quarter profile, was classically perfect. 
His father's people, his mother used to tell them with pride, 
owned forests in Russia. Why they migrated, or what became of the 
forests, she never said. They came to New York when his father was a 
year old and settled on the East Side right smack in the tumult, and 
the hustle and the bustle, and the noises and the smells. Al Jolson 
and George Jessel scrambled for nickels as singing waiters, and his 
paternal grandmother tried to emulate Lillian Russell in clothes and 
in diamonds. "You can•t carry furniture on your back," she would sa:y 
to his father. "Put your money where it can be seen." Profits from a 
little cigar store were small, but diamonds were as good an investment 
23. 
as putting your money in a savings bank. 
Eugene didn't know how much education his father had. He 
doubted if he ever went beyond grammar school. But one of the favorite 
jokes in the family when they were children was when his father, smiling 
so that the dimple in either cheek showed deeply, would say, "I went 
through college. I went in the front door and out the back." Later, 
this became a national joke. Eugene would always feel that it had been 
a personal theft. 
His father had a gift for story-telling too. As he grew 
older, his face grew rounder and his eyes would twinkle and his dimples 
would show and everybody in his company would be charmed. He was the 
best-liked person Eugene ever knew. But a great part of this personal-
ity was for strangers. With his family, he was often quite different. 
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Eugene's father had a burning, driving ambition toward success. 
Success was the challenge, the nebulous goal which even he could not de-
fine. Certainly the definition was not, for his father, in the dollar 
sign. It was in the sense of accomplishment rather than in the achieve-
ment; in the order taken rather than in the money he would forget to 
collect later. He could start the day with ten dollars or a hundred 
dollars. By night his pockets would be empty. Sometimes they would get 
a telephone call that he was in a restaurant, owed a dime for a cup of 
coffee, and had forgotten to take any money with him. The restaurants 
grew to know him. He had charge accounts of five and ten cents all 
through the City. 
It was while traveling through the New England States selling 
photographs that he met Eugene's mother and married her. He left her, 
for a time, with her parents and traveled the country. The money he 
sent her was saved for a future business. He would do anything, if he 
was short of money. Once at the St. Louis Fair he bought a bunch of 
balloons and sold them. In Chicago, he walked into a first-class hotel, 
said he had experience as a waiter and went to work. Ten years later, 
after the failure of several business ventures, he worked as a waiter 
again at the Copley Plaza Hotel in the city where his wife's parents 
lived. Within a few months, he was the maitre d'hotel. On New Year's 
Eve, the family would put their beds in the huge kitchen of the house 
they had bought and, when he came home at four in the morning with paper 
hats and whistles and balloons, they would wake up and have a party. 
The wages in the hotel were excellent, but Eugene's mother 
was ashamed of the position. At that time, Mr. Haffenstrausser, 
president of one of the largest textile industries in New England, was 
a resident of the hotel. He would talk with Eugene's father and he 
grew to like him. He offered to buy him a small supply of second-hand 
machines, sell him all the merchandise he wanted on consignment, and 
help him get started in business. Eugene's father accepted the offer. 
Eugene remembered the hot evenings when his father would come 
home, sweating and dirty but smiling, and stream a pile of money some 
customer might have paid him onto his mother's lap. He was contracting 
then, sewing cutout garments from other factories and delivering orders 
himself wherever possible to save express charges. On cold winter 
nights he would come home with nose and cheeks red, smelling of cold 
and tobacco and sheepskin. Eugene would lie down with him after supper 
and beg for a story. His stories alw~s began the same, "'Sign those 
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papers or give me my chee-ild.' 'lf.hat child, the big one or the little 
one?' •Never mind what child. Sign those papers or give me my chee-ild. "' 
His voice would drift off then. If Eugene prodded him to con-
tinue, he would go on. "So while they were walking along, they came to 
a house." 
This was the last point his father ever reached. By then he 
would be asleep. 
His business prospered. He bought more machines and hired 
two helpers. Then he decided to go into the dress business. The profit 
on a contracted garment was about 35%. But if he could design and cut 
the dress, the profit would be about 100%. Sunday afternoons he would 
take Eugene, and they would go to the Public Library in the City and 
Eugene would read books and his father would study designs and ideas on 
how to go into the dress manufacturing business. He was successfUl. 
He acquired a designer and a cutter, bought more machines and hired 
more help. His dresses began to be featured in most of the department 
stores throughout New England. 
From this point on, his father seemed to be almost consumed 
by his ambition. He had a restlessness inside that kept goading him 
on. Sometimes Eugene went with him when he was selling and sat in the 
car. But he knew, even if he waited for three hours, that he mustn't 
blow the horn or interrupt him. He might spoil the sale. That was the 
important thing. The sale. Never the money derived from it. In fact, 
it was an effort for him to go out and collect money owed to him. 
No, it was the challenge in making the sale. His methods were unortho-
dox. If he had a slogan, it was that the customer was always wrong. 
But he rarely left a store without the order he was after. His wife 
said they gave him the order to get rid of him. 
He relaxed less often. When Eugene was younger, his father 
would sit down with him and draw things on a pad of paper. He was un-
trained, of course, but Eugene guessed even then that he had talent. 
He would write the word Cohen and draw a face out of it. The C was 
the nose, an eyebrow over the o for an eye, the rest filled in with a 
beard. His cousin Lewis Heyerson once compared the few bold, heavy 
strokes that suggested a figure with Rembrandt's pencil drawings, and 
he said he found something in Eugene's father's work reminiscent of 
them. Eugene's mother was certain of her husband's talent. She said 
it ran in the family. She said Meyerhoff the violinist was his cousin. 
Eugene secretly thought she was building on a coincidence of names and 
doubted this. His father didn't care. 
But if his artistic talent was in question, there was no 
doubt about his artistic temperament. The driving restlessness, the 
frenzies to achieve his ends and the total disregard of the ends 
achieved. The dress business was successful. He kept it and added a 
line of suits. Here was an outlet for creative urges. He designed the 
suits, directed the execution of his designs, traveled with the samples 
and sold them. But he had a passion for good woolens and spent too 
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much on materials. It was a business for enjoyment. There was very 
little profit. His creative urge spent, he didn't mind the failure of 
the business. Once, Eugene's mother received a letter from Vermont where 
her husband was traveling. It said, Ma. Business !§. punk. ~· 
Gradually everything was dropped from the business but dresses. 
The designer received a better offer from another firm and wanted to 
leave. Eugene's father was tremendously happy suddenly. He began to 
go to the library again studying designs, and now he directed the 
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styles they would cut. One year, at the New England dress manufacturer's 
show, a dress he had designed won first prize. That night, when he and 
Eugene were driving home, he had spoken rather strangely. 
"You see, my son, there is a success more than success." 
"I know, Pa. This will mean we'll sell a lot of dresses. 
That prize is better publicity than we could buy." 
His father had sighed and said nothing further, and then Eugene 
had had an idea that he had missed his father's meaning. But there were 
too many years of conversation that skimmed over the depths to probe 
deeper now. And he wondered if his father had anyone in whom he con-
fided spiritually. As close as they were in business, his father and 
he no longer discussed anything except business, he realized suddenly. 
Mama was sympathetic enough but was she capable of attaining his heights? 
He looked at his father and he saw that his father was insulated with 
living silence. 
Sometimes, an old timer in the dress business would s~ to 
Eugene, "I remember your father. He was the best salesman in the State." 
But Eugene would think, what he doesn't know is that my father was some-
body who felt he must create but never knew what he was supposed to 
create. 
There was another aspect of the business that few people 
realized. Eugene's father had had a winning personality, the flair 
that was necessary to make a good salesman into a proprietor of a 
manufacturing business. But he hadn't the material instincts, the 
practicality to make a true success of that business. Eugene had 
supplied the missing qualities. It was when Eugene had come into the 
factory after High School that he began to demand money due them on out-
standing accounts. It was his idea too to pay their creditors quickly 
and in full, in such a fashion that they could obtain special discounts. 
"Always at the checkbook," his father would complain. "Leave the check-
book alone." By this time Eugene had stopped consulting his father on 
certain matters. He bought odd lots of materials at bargain prices. 
He hired and fired salesmen so rapidly he acquired a reputation for it. 
Nobody ever left his employ without hating him. He quarreled with his 
father more and more often. But his father was too impractical a man 
to take control again of the more prosaic aspects of the business. He 
was too impatient. Then he grew ill. 
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Often, as he lay on his bed, he made feeble efforts to speak to 
his children; however, habit was too strong. The abortive efforts re-
sulted in commonplace and mundane remarks. He embarrassed Eugene who 
thought that Aaron and Polly must be as embarrassed as he. The attempts 
passed and his father sank into his pillow as tired and, in a sense, as 
corroded as a proud heart that feeds on itself. 
Gradually, the entire control passed into Eugene's hands. 
When his father died, Eugene was already established as the head of the 
business; and Aaron, not as artistic perhaps but as impractical as his 
father, was content. 
Eugene turned the picture over in his hands. He wondered if 
his mother still remembered this photograph. Did she have a copy? He 
thought of sending it to her someday but rejected the thought. Her eyes. 
She wouldn't be able to see it anyway. He looked at the picture again 
then replaced it in the drawer. I should let my secretary know I'm back, 
he thought. He pressed a buzzer. 
His secretary's voice, through the little box on his desk, in-
formed him a man was waiting to see him. Mr. Simon Moffit. "Send him 
right in," he said. 
Simon Moffit. What a day this had been. A journey into the 
past. He had gone to school with Simon. There had been the three of 
them, he and Simon and his cousin Lewis. Simon and Lewis had been the 
bright boys, they'd gone to college on scholarships. While he had gone 
to work in his father's factory. Well, look at them now. Simon, he'd 
heard, worked on some newspaper in the City. 
And then they were shaking hands and complimenting each other 
while all the while he scrutinized Simon's appearance. Medium height 
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but he'd filled out some. Brown suit ••• he might have known that. He 
found himself glancing at Simon's legs, obscured by the cloth of the suit. 
There was something Lewis used to say. ~ how his ~ and legs ~ 
thin. And then Skin~y Legs they called him. How thin and meatless they'd 
been when he wore bathing trunks. Lewis had found something prophetic 
about this. "He'll never marry," he'd say. "He'll want to, but he'll 
never quite make it." 
Now, still shaking hands, he said, "My God, it's been years. 
Tell me about yourself. I suppose you're married. Have a family?" 
Simon's grin was wry and charming. "Fact is, I never did it. 
Don't ask me why. Nothing against it as an institution." 
An obscure curiosity prompted Eugene further. 
been engaged? Perhaps you • re planning now?'' 
"But you've 
Simon's face closed this time. "No. Nothing at all. Tell me 
about you. You have a boy, I hear." 
The conversation swung to Paul and then Sylvia, whom Simon had 
never met. He'd been away at college when Eugene was doing his courting. 
College. 
"You're on a newspaper, they say." 
The grin came back. "It•s a long story." 
"But you are utilizing your education," Eugene said. 
Simon's laugh was embarrassed and pleasing. "I try." 
"At least you've stayed with it. You've heard about Lewis, I 
suppose. He went into business, but it came to nothing." 
"He isn't much like the Meyerson's," Simon said. 
"You've been reading my mind. Although there's Aaron too. 
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Aaron doesn't have the education, but I think they're basically much alike." 
"I don't know," Simon said. "Aaron was younger." 
''What a day this has been. I've just come from there." 
It was strange that Simon Moffit should come as an aftermath of 
all his memories. It was strange but fitting too. His need for justifi-
cation could not have been expended on anyboqy else. Simon had been to 
the house all through their boyhood. At one time he had thought that he 
and Polly... • But Polly had met a stranger and married him and Eugene 
had been a little angry and that had been the beginning of their 
estrangement. 
"Do you ever see Polly now?" Eugene asked. 
"Oh, yes. I'm a frequent visitor at your mother's house." 
Eugene could feel his eyes stating the fact of Polly's widow-
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hood and probing for an answer. Simon's eyes met his clearly and blandly. 
"There's nothing. Nothing at all." 
"I'm sorry." Eugene laughed a little. "I didn't mean to pry." 
"You found out what you wanted to know." 
Simon's bluntness was newly familiar and suddenly satisfying. 
Eugene got to his feet and walked to the window. One finger touched the 
window-pane, then he drew it back and brushed away at the dust with his 
other hand. But he did all this automatically vdthout thinking--as he 
usually thought--of the bleak, dusty window panes and how he ought to 
have a talk with the man who was supposed to keep his office clean and 
how, ultimately, he had to attend to every arrangement himself. 
"I haven't been wrong." he said suddenly. "You said it your-
self. Lewis isn't much like the Meyerson men. Well, Aaron isn•t either. 
He was too easily satisfied. Never wanted to try anything new. And 
when I instigated something, I had to carry it through by myself. He was 
just dead wood. And worse than dead wood, he'd kill my spirit by his 
lack of enthusiasm. He'd put out my spark." 
Simon sat there, but he didn't look uncomfortable. He didn't 
look interested either. It was as if he felt that any emotion he might 
show could be taken for an attempt at prodding. He let it all slide off 
him, yet enough of it clung to him so that Eugene didn't get the sensation 
of throwing words into the teeth of an unresponsive wind. Eugene felt 
the understanding in Simon Moffit, perhaps not an acquiescence or accept-
ance, but at least a certain sympathy. It encouraged him. 
"There• s something. Take print material. It's always been a 
spring item." For maybe a hundred years it's been a spring item." He 
came back to the desk and leaned across it looking into Simon's face as 
if he could force the meaning of each word to a more satisfactory com-
prehension by motor compulsion. 
"I've just ordered thousands of yards of printed woolens for 
our fall line." 
He saw Simon's eyes widen in alarm and the innocent, awed 
look that Simon had never lost come over his face. Perpetually innocent, 
Simon would never cease to wonder at what was beyond him. Irrelevantly, 
Eugene thought, it's strange I never noticed how ugly his face is. Or 
maybe I just forget when I'm with him. He returned to the satisfaction 
of talking to Simon about his business. 
"It's foresight you have to have and certainly initiative." 
Simon looked worried. "Isn't that taking a chance?" 
Eugene smiled, sharing a secret with himself. These educated 
men, he thought. All weak. All afraid to take chances. All of them. 
And he thought of a word Lewis used to use. Decadent. The life's gone 
out of them, he thought. 
"It• s all right." he said. "It will go. I'll sell it." 
He felt the power surge within him, a power that Aaron had 
never had and that he had despised Aaron for not having. 
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"You remember my father, Simon," he said. •tYou remember what 
he was like. Business was his life. It's been my life too. Well, it's 
never been Aaron's life. Did I have to go through the years with a stone 
tied to my neck? Was it right for me to share my ideas, my sweat, my 
blood with anyone else? This is all mine, Simon. My father was an im-
practical man. You remember that. He couldn't have taken us to this 
point alone. I built on what he did. It's right that it should belong 
to me." 
Simon looked uncomfortable. "I'm not a judge. Besides, that 
isn't why I'm here." 
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"We have a tradition in our family, Simon. My father was part 
of it and I'm part of it. There's no room for anyone who doesn't belong." 
Simon lifted his head. "What you speak of is not our tradition. 
You're making a mistake." 
The little box on the desk bleated and Eugene spoke into it. 
He listened a moment. "Not now,"he said. "I'm busy." 
He turned his attention again to his guest. Simon went on. 
"You search your memory now. Perhaps it isn't in your exper-
ience but it must be in the folklore your mother told you. All our 
Jewish tradition. Where is it going?" 
Eugene, brooding, scarcely listened. 
"How many Talmudic students do you think there are today?" 
Simon pursued. "Talk about tradition. There's the crime." 
Suddenly one part of what Simon was saying reached Eugene. 
11They didn't send you here then?" he asked. 
"They? Oh, your family." He shook his head. "I've come for 
myself." 
Instantly a great pressure left Eugene. He felt relieved and 
yet, at the same time, slightly disappointed. Then, too, having confided 
to a certain extent in Simon--confidences which had not been sought--he 
felt drained as if he had emptied himself to the view of someone who--
after all--didn't really care. Yet he couldn't show this. 
He smiled. "Well, then." 
This time it was Simon who leaned forward in his chair, his 
fingers resting lightly against the edge of the desk. 
"Do you ever think that at one time learning was a sign of 
status in the Jewish community? The Jewish parent of a century ago 
wanted maximal education for his child. Today it is the reverse." 
Eugene, listening, thought that he was talking about Jewish 
learning. As if in answer Simon said, "The fault lies in a basic change 
that has overtaken Jewish education and has separated the generations. 
The love of learning in the long Jewish tradition, the pride of parents 
in the educational progress of the child, was no mystery or miracle. It 
was the logical product of their system of education. The older Jewish 
education was continuous to the end of life, so continuous and unbroken 
a system that they could not even visualize Paradise except as a school 
for the continuation of the curriculum. So everything that the child 
studied in school was a preparation for what he would be studying in his 
adult years and old age. It was a complete system of un-interrupted 
education from the beginning to the end of life." 
He paused and Eugene continued to listen, his attention half-
caught between his own thoughts and what Simon was saying. Simon con-
tinued, his eyes eager and lost in his subject. 
"The effect of a life-graded system was that the parent was 
advanced in learning over the child and was inviting the child to rise 
to his intellectual level. Every book and every page brought the child 
35. 
closer to the parent and if the child out-stripped the parent, he out-
stripped him in a field that the parent himself respected." 
"Now it is different. Since there is almost no further Jewish 
education after the Sunday School, or, for that matter, after the Talmud 
Torah, the little that is learned in school soon fades away. The parent 
thus becomes less learned than the child. Since parental self-respect 
requires the parent to be emulated, the influence of most of our parents, 
whether it is in their conscious words or not, is to minimize the course 
of study." 
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"It is the law of growth that the parent invites the child to 
reach his level. In the older Jewish life, the influence of the parent 
was an invitation to shared learning. Here it is an invitation to shared 
indifference." 
He stopped to light a cigarette then answered into what Eugene 
could feel was the polite curiosity on his face. 
"There's a movement afoot to start a Hebrew college in the 
City. A fine one, even with academic credits. But it will be for the 
education of adults. Of parents. And I've come to ask you if you'd be 
willing to promise a donation toward this project." 
As a boy Simon had had a complete Hebrew education. Eugene 
remembered then. He had combined High School with Hebrew college before 
he had gone to the university to study journalism. There had been some 
talk even of his entering the Rabbinate, but he had given up the idea to 
work on the newspaper. 
110f course the promise is yours," Eugene said smiling. "But 
tell me •••• you said this was for you. Is this what you call something 
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for yourself?" 
A look came into Simon's pale, ugly face. Eugene was reminded 
of a word he had read once in a book by Hemingway. Aficionado. He re-
membered that in the book aficion meant passion. Simon was an aficionado. 
"Do I have to answer?" Simon asked. Eugene shook his head. 
"Are you still on the newspaper?" Eugene asked suddenly. 
Simon looked at him. "I gave that up. I'm a principal in a 
Hebrew school. The school in Sanford." 
Well, that was like Simon. Social-conscious always. Eugene 
was certain he had felt that he was needed. 
"I should have gone into the Rabbinate perhaps," Simon said. 
Everybody making wrong turns, Eugene thought. Lewis, who 
should have been a teacher; Simon, now. Only he had never wanted any 
future but to go into the business. There had been no question of any-
thing else. It was what he had wanted then and what he wanted now. He 
had never had a compulsion to help people as Simon had. Simon was always 
helping the boys in school with their homework. And animals too. One 
day he'd brought home a kitten. Eugene could not recall why he was at 
Simon's home that day, but the scene was a vivid image within his mind. 
The kitten had uttered a cry of pain; and the sun, slanting along the 
kitchen floor, had exposed into lucid sight its mangled, torn ear. 
Then, suddenly, Eugene remembered. Kittens. The cold steel 
along his spine. 
He shivered. 
CHAPTER III 
By the time Eugene caught the train for home, the sun had 
disappeared and a wind had arisen. He was thankful now for the topcoat 
he'd carried over his arm all day. He put it on, running his hands over 
the texture of the cloth as he always did, deriving a sensuous pleasure 
out of the silkiness of the material. 
The wheels of the train rushed its melody on the homeward trip, 
a harsh, shrill sound, the cacophony of the wheels. He didn't wish to 
think about the events of the day. He absolved his thoughts of it like 
a porous substance rubbed between his thumb and forefinger until it 
crumbled into dust and disappeared. Homecoming was anticipation--Sylvia 
meeting him at the station in her short sports coat, reddish-brown hair 
silken and gleaming, maybe Paul in the back seat of the car grimy from a 
day's play. Maybe even smelling a little. 
38. 
Sylvia was not at the station. He waited a few minutes before 
he remembered he had not been sure what train he would catch home. He 
had told her not to meet him. His own fault, he told himself. He should 
have called. It was about ten minutes on foot to his home and he decided 
to walk. Not Shore Road, it might be too breezy following the sea. 
Turning up the collar of his coat, he set out. 
On Ocean Street, the houses were smaller, a year or two behind 
in their need for paint. Here and there, in a window, hung a sign 
FURNISHED ROOM FOR RENT. But the picket-fenced yards were neat and each 
flaunted its share of vivid poppies, pink verbena and purple iris. They 
had almost bought here, years ago when they had first come to Pigeon 
Cove. Shore Road had been sparsely settled at the far end where they 
had looked because it was cheaper before there had been the influx and 
everyone wanted to buy and the land had become very valuable. How thank-
ful Sylvia was later that they had bought on Shore Drive. 
Being lucky made you feel safe. Buying a house and having it 
triple its value within a few years and owning a business that kept 
forging a little ahead each year were part of a pattern that gave you 
protection and safety. He could remember, when he was a boy, wondering 
what his future would be. What ~ you going to ~ when you grow ~? 
First, adventure. Policeman, soldier, cowboy. But what if you're not 
good at being a hero? What if the crooks beat you up, the enemy kills 
you, the horse throws you? Panic. Push it away. Don't grow up. Mama, 
where are you? Keep me close to you, Mama. Safe. Later, when you were 
fully grown in height but not in years, you became more practical. 
Business, perhaps. Of course, with Papa there and you already helping 
in the factory. But Papa is the head of a household, Papa feeds a whole 
family, Papa has the responsibility of the family on him alone. 
do this? Are you capable? Cold fear at the pit of the stomach. 
many empty mouths groping for the food that only you could drop. 
wish I were little again. It•s too soon. I'm not ready for it. 
Can you 
So 
No, I 
If you can do it, and do it well. Success. This is the mean-
ing of success. 
As he walked, his hands moved to his lapels, to the silkiness 
of the material. Just ahead on the right was the playground where Paul 
pl~ed sometimes after school. Eugene glanced at his watch, almost 
supper time. They would all be gone. Still, maybe. 
A group of boys were pl~ng ball on the playground, Paul 
among them. Eugene stopped, unseen, and watched. They were playing 
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scrub, five boys on each team. There was a boy on base and it was 
Paul's turn. Eugene found himself grinning, a pleasant anticipation 
tingling through his system. 
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"Get to it, Manning," the boy on base called with encouragement. 
Eugene watched his son nod. Now, Paul, he said silently. Now 
we' 11 show them. 
And in his silent words was a vindication of all the days he 
had never played ball after school, and the late, cool afternoon was the 
many afternoons he had worked in his father's factory and had nothing to 
do with such things as games. Paul would do it. He waited confidently. 
In the meantime, Paul had placed the ball on the ground care-
fully between his feet and was wiping his hands on his Chino pants. He 
was a tall, slim boy with pale, blonde hair and blue eyes. His skin was 
as translucent as a girl's but his chin was clefted and strong. He seemed 
a little uncertain as he looked at the boy on base. He hesitated, then 
he picked up the ball from the ground. 
Eugene, wondering whether to call to him, decided to remain 
silent. If his call should upset the boy •••••• 
Paul threw the ball into the air and lifted his fist in a wild 
punch. His fist connected, but·offside. The ball dribbled a short dis-
tance then petered out. It was easily caught and Paul was out. 
The years went backward in time and the cool afternoon was 
another afternoon with Eugene working in the factory instead of out play-
ing ball and feeling the disappointment of something lost. He was aware 
that some of this must have shown on his face when Paul, catching sight 
of him, stood still for a moment. Then he waved. 
"Hi, Dad." 
The game broke up. The boys drifted off in desultor.y fashion, 
cheerful now, their dejection over the loss of a moment before forgotten, 
and Paul forgotten too for they did not look back. Paul approached 
Eugene. 
"Is the game over, son?" 
Paul's gesture toward the departing boys was expressive. 
"Don't you have a jacket, Paul?" 
nrt was so warm before. I mean ••• well, I didn't think." 
Eugene started to remove his topcoat. "Here. Wear this." 
"Dad, please. What would the kids think? Well, I mean I'm 
not a baby any more." 
They walked along, Paul's hands thrust into the pockets of his 
Chino pants. Eugene, looking at Paul's thin jersey, felt ever.y gust of 
wind as if it were blown into the marrow of his own bones. But he con-
tinued to wear his topcoat without argument. 
"Dad." 
Eugene looked up. 
"You don•t have to judge by that hit you saw. I really belted 
the one before. It was the best hit I had all day. You should have come 
along then." 
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"You can do anything, Paul, if you want to set your mind to it." 
"But I just told you. I really hit the one before. I would 
have gotten home safe too if that sneaky redhead hadn't caught the ball 
and thrown it a second before I could slide." 
"It's up to you, Paul,n Eugene said. 
"And I've been doing good all week. At first, I really was a 
washout. You'd have been plenty ashamed of me then. But I•m catching 
on. You should have seen the one just before you came." 
For an instant the word "ashamed" flicked against Eugene's 
mind then slipped away. At one moment it was there, waiting to be sur-
prised at, to be denied, even to become indignant about. But the urgency 
of what he wanted to impart to Paul forced him to place it on mental 
file, so to speak. 
"Listen. You can get whatever you want, if you want it bad 
enough." 
On Ocean Street, the houses were built so close together you 
couldn't see the water. Parallel to Shore Road which followed the sea-
shore in every curving line, you could catch no glimpse of the sea on 
Ocean Street. But the wind off the water was sharp and penetrating. 
Eugene saw Paul shiver, but he was too intent on what he was saying to 
offer his coat again. 
"Sometimes you have to hurt people, even people close to you. 
Sometimes you even hurt yourself. It all depends on how strong you can 
want." 
Paul looked dejected. "I'm sorry, Dad. I guess I'm not such 
a good player." 
Eugene shook his head impatiently. "Can't you understand what 
I'm saying? It isn't only a ball game." 
Paul hung his head and scuffed his toe at some stones. 
Suddenly Eugene sensed that it was something beyond the ball 
game that was troubling Paul. It seemed to him that Paul wanted to say 
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something and was holding back. 
"Is anything on your mind?" he asked. "Speak up, Paul." 
"It• s nothing, except •••• Well, I guess I'm not much of any-
thing. Nobody seems to like me much." 
Eugene looked at his son and waited. 
"Just now, the boys. You saw how they walked off. Well, I 
mean they didn't even wave to me. Didn't say to come back tomorrow." 
"They've got another game planned. And you. Why did you have to come 
along just when I had that rotten turn? I know you were disappointed. 
I'm sorry, Dad. I'm sorry I couldn't have played it better." 
"Nonsense," Eugene said, impatient again. "It's too foolish 
to discuss. Is that all that's bothering you?" 
"lvell, even Mother •••• " He stopped. 
"Go on," Eugene said quickly. 
Paul hung his head again. His toe searched right and left for 
a stone, failed to find one, and fell into step. 
"You know she's been quarreling with Grandfather. I get to 
feel, somehow, that it•s my fault. When they fight I feel as if I'm to 
blame. I mean that it's me they don't like and they're taking it out on 
each other." 
"You know that• s ridiculous," Eugene said. 
"I know it is," Paul said. "My mind tells me they're just 
having an argument with each other. It•s my feelings I'm talking about." 
Eugene knew that Paul was referring to certain arguments 
Sylvia had been having lately with her father who made his home with them. 
He could understand Paul's discomfort about them, they made him uncomfortable 
too, but he could not understand their causing this hypersensitive 
point of view. 
I'll speak to your mother," he promised. "But this is 
another example of what I mean. If you had a strong enough desire to 
stop these quarrels, you could do it yourself. You can do anything you 
set your mind to, if you want it enough." 
Paul's toe had found a stone and was kicking it. 
"Paul.•• Eugene's voice was sharp. "Do you understand what 
I'm saying?" 
"Yes, Dad." 
Eugene looked at him uncertainly. Should he continue? Had 
Paul understood? He supposed he had. And he thought with satisfaction 
that this was the sort of conversation Paul would remember in later 
years and quote as a bit of wisdom his father had given him. 
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CHAPI'ER IV 
That evening Barcia was dressed ahead of time and that was 
bad because it showed an eagerness Lewis Meyerson had almost persuaded 
himself not to feel. He always had to wait for her. It was a small 
shock watching her descend the stairs still adjusting her last year's 
good black over her trim hips as if she had always been a punctual per-
son and it was the most natural thing in the world for her to be reaqy 
on time. He felt like a man who has had ever,y minute of the day 
accounted for and who, suddenly finding himself with a two-o'clock 
appointment canceled, doesn't know what to do with the extra hour. 
"You're reaqy early," he said lamely. 
"Not really," she said, her face showing absolute innocent 
surprise. "They said they'd pick us up at seven. It•s five past now." 
"Your brother knows you," Lewis said. 
She put her hand on his arm. "Don't be nervous, Lewis. It 
isn't an interview." 
"What if it was?" he asked in a loud voice. "Don't you think 
I've had enough of those not to be nervous about them? Don't forget, 
I'm forty-three." 
There was no need for her to say she hadn't forgotten because 
he hadn't forgotten either. Forty-three. Forty-three. Forty-three. 
It had been running through his mind all day. How do you go about 
asking for a job when you're forty-three? Do you start with apologies 
for not being settled at this time of life? No, as a French expression 
he had read back in college somewhere said, He who excuses himself 
accuses himself. Then how do you get around the fact that if you have 
any stuff that's worth while you wouldn't be tr,ying to place yourself 
at forty-three? 
There was appearance. He had looked at himself appraisingly, 
almost curiously, after he had dressed this evening. He wore his gray 
suit with the muted herringbone pattern that he had bought when he was 
still paying on the good side of one hundred dollars for his suits and 
that looked as if it would never wear out. A press and the well-tailored 
look was back. The perfection of his features age had not dimmed as 
yet. There was the handicap he had always to overcome, his handsomeness 
that made him subject for suspicion. He stopped then. That's enough, 
he had thought. It•s a handicap you always used to overcome. 
But it wasn•t, he had realized, altogether a matter of appear-
ance. That is, not the outer accouterments of appearance. In the old 
days he had burned with the celestial fire, so to speak. The world was 
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his oyster, he had held its secrets in the palm of his hand. He remembered 
even after college, when he'd missed the Rhodes scholarship by a half 
point, it hadn't daunted him too much. The most direct effect it had 
had was to make him give up his idea of teaching. Barcia had been against 
this. 
"That's your interest," she'd said. "You won't be happy doing 
anything else." 
"My scholastic aptitudes point out an ability for salesmanship," 
he'd answered. "There's more money in it anyway." 
His complete self-confidence had oozed out, bubbled over. It 
had to be contagious. Knowing this, he still could not command it back. 
For instance today, meeting his cousin Eugene's glance through the window 
pane and slinking away like a dog who hasn't even put up a fight for a bone. 
He winced and turned his scrutiny on Barcia, twisting a stray 
tendril before the hall mirror. How much like a miniature edition of 
a girl she still looked. He remembered when they were first courting, 
how intense he had felt about her then. There had been a poignancy too. 
She had worn those high, high heels with the short tight skirts in the 
conventional attempt to appear mad and gay but, unfortunately, the pic-
ture was invariably spoiled by the crooked way she applied her lipstick, 
a smudge of it veering off one corner of her mouth so the result was 
that of a very young girl masquerading as a young lady. For a long 
time, when he had first known her, he had been obsessed by the thought 
that he had never watched her eat. He had been very poor in college, it 
was during the depression when it was unfashionable to be anything but 
poor, and he hadn't been able to take her anywhere after a date. He had 
wondered whether she took small, dainty pecks or good-sized bites. He 
had no preference in the matter, it was simply that he had a desire to 
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see her in the act of eating. The first time he had watched her mouth 
close over some food, he had felt almost a thump in the pit of his stomach. 
It was the equivalent of an aesthetic experience. 
She had clung to the high heels. She wore them still, a 
slight spring to her walk, but not with the same youthful buoyancy. A 
mature buoyancy if there were such a thing, he thought. And the lipstick 
inevitably smudged in the corner. Somehow it annoyed him now. 
"Fix your lipstick, Barcia," he said to her. "For heaven's 
sake." 
She opened her mouth to answer then closed it again. Meekly, 
she took a tissue from her small, black bag and busied herself with her 
mouth. 
A horn shrilled. 
"They're here," she said rolling the tissue into a ball then 
forgetting and putting it back in her bag anyway. 
He had a moment of compunction. 
"You look fine, Barce," he said. "You're a swell dish." 
"You say that as if you were about to add, 'in spite of 
everything,'" she said making a wry face. 
dear." 
"You could always take a compliment more gracefully than that." 
"Thank you, Lewis," she said, suddenly warm. "Thank you, 
They stopped by the living-room door to s~ goodnight to Mama. 
Polly had gone to a meeting taking Anna with her. In a corner, Aaron 
played dominoes with Polly's son, Arnie. The black and white of the 
playing pieces were suited to Arnie's dark looks. He was evidently win-
ning. A glow had come over his cheeks and his black eyes snapped. 
"I'm plastering him," he said. 
Aaron laughed good-humouredly. "If you weren't going out I'd 
give him to you for a present, Lewis." 
"You look so nice, Barcia," Mama said just as if Barcia's 
whole face and figure were not an entire blur to her clouded eyes. 
Very carefully, they all avoided wishing him luck as if they 
knew nothing of his mission this evening and wouldn't be looking into 
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his face to see his success or failure on his return. Sparing him a 
possible embarrassment. That's a family, he told himself. But the thought 
did not engender the warmth that, conventionally, he should have felt. 
On the way out, Barcia brushed his chin with her cheek. 
"It will be all right. You'll see. He can't help but like you." 
It was one of those things he could have foreseen that she 
would say. It didn't irritate him, those bolsters to his pride he could 
label almost before they left her mouth. Yet, in fairness, he could 
only suppose she wanted it as much as he. After all, she was concerned 
too. As much as he •••• 
Haybe, he thought. Haybe. 
As they drove, the wind slashed at the air in a furious 
cyclonic attempt. The trees moaned and bowed then sprang back with an 
ever surprising resilience. 
"Rotten weather," Mel said. "Hakes you feel like a fool coming 
out." 
To Lewis, sitting tense in the back seat, the words were a 
bait. He knows how anxious I've been, he thought. Is he teasing me? 
But he didn't answer. He owes me this, he said to himself. He can twist 
and he can squirm and he can make snide remarks like he's doing now but 
he damn well can't help himself because I did it for him and he remembers. 
Still, knowing didn't help. 
Georgine was simpler. A little of a fool perhaps but more 
honest. "You know we had to come, Mel," she said. ttYou know it's such 
a good chance for Lewis." 
MY God, Lewis thought. How obvious can you get? Last year, 
maybe even last month, he might have thrown the whole thing up, said never 
mind and watched Mel's evident relief with secret bitterness. Not now. 
Now he held on tight. He owes it to me, he told himself. He damn well 
can't help himself because he owes it to me. 
• 
• 
• 
Hel must have sensed something of this. He drove easily, his 
short, squarish fingers barely curved on the wheel. 
"You know it isn't an interview, Lewis," Hel said. "It's 
just a cocktail party I•ve been invited to and I'm bringing my sister and 
her husband. I'll introduce you to my boss but it's purely on a social 
level." 
"I know," Lewis said. "I've been primed." 
"Well," Georgine said. 
Barcia's hand on his tried to take some of the bitterness 
away. "I understand, Mel," he said more naturally. "I won't embarrass 
you there. It's only when he sees me another time, I'll be somebody 
he'll have met before. It will be that much easier." 
"That's the ticket," Mel said. "Take my word for it, and I'm 
advising you like a brother, not like a brother-in-law---he'll have 
more respect for you. It's the best kind of technique a salesman can 
use. No high pressure. Talk about everything under the sun except what 
you want to sell. Then, when they're not looking---sneak it to them 
quick." 
Did you forget so easily, Lewis asked but not out loud. 
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Do you think now those are your words--not mine. I taught you that when 
you were a green kid wanting to get married and looking for a job. I 
took you to my boss then, only I wasn't afraid to speak up for you. Give 
hi!!! ~ chance, I said. I 1 11 take !£!!! in hand, shou him the ropes. I was 
top liquor salesman in the State. Used to bring home all the prizes 
every month. Barcia practically furnished the house on my prizes. The 
portable victrola, the big lamp in the living-room, the two steam irons 
I won two months running. Did it slip your mind where Georgine got hers? 
"Now take last week," Mel was saying, "I was with this guy two 
hours. We talked about everything, about his kids and how to keep them 
from catching cold, about this fellow who beats the high cost of living 
by buying quarters of beef wholesale and storing them in his mother's 
deep freeze. When I finally started to walk out he said to me, "Hey, 
where•s your sales talk?" "You got it," I said. "That was it." He 
laughed and gave me an order." 
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Fragments of conversation came back to Lewis's mind. Talk 
about the ball game, Mel. Don't .ill! your lm.Y ~ the ~. 1£ ~ likes 
fishing, you like it too. If ~ plays golf and you never played golf, 
you have~ relative~ talks about it~~~· ~slip it to~ 
easy. It doesn't ~ ~ way. 
He had had such confidence in his style. And results had 
proved him right. Every salesman in the outfit had looked at him with 
admiration and envy. But he hadn't stayed there. He hadn't been too 
satisfied with the company. They didn't pay enough. 
"You could do worse then listen to Mel, tt Georgine said. 
"Mel's good." 
Lewis felt Barcia move, a primitive coil in preparation for 
the defense of her own. He pressed her arm for silence. She settled 
back uneasily, frustrated in the act of protection. 
Mel was still talking. "I was just saying the other day I'm 
not too satisfied with the way things are. For what I do, I'm not getting 
enough. As a matter of fact, if things don't improve some, I'm thinking 
of making a change." 
"Oh, no," Lel-ris said hastily. "You • re doing all right. Stay 
with it." 
And then it was there with them in the car like a tangible 
presence. It was as if they had been waiting for it and now it was out 
and it seemed a justification that they had been right all along. 
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You're jealous, they seemed to be saying. ~ don't want Mel to get ahead. 
Keep hi!!! 9m:!!l, keep him down, ~ the contrast won't be ~ great between 
y:ou. 
He felt a little sick. I should have gone in for teaching, he 
thought suddenly after all the years. Maybe I was better suited for it 
temperamentally. 
"If people were satisfied there would be very little progress 
in this little old world," Mel said with false heartiness. 
Barcia leaned forward in her seat. "A bird in the hand, Mel. 
That's what Lewis means. Isn't it, dear?'' 
"Something like that," Lewis said in a low voice. 
"Know what's the trouble with you, Lewis?" Mel asked. "You're 
scared. Life's beating you." 
"That's not true," Barcia said heatedly. "I wish you wouldn't 
talk that way, Mel." 
For the rest of the way, Lewis sat and thought over what Mel 
had said. Was life beating him? Was it life or age? Executives were 
afraid to take a chance on him. They said he was too old, that he didn't 
have the self-confidence any more and what good was a salesman without 
self-confidence? Only every time they said it he felt a little more of 
that precious self-confidence ebb away. So it was all a vicious circle. 
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Barcia's hand pressed his one second after he had known it 
would. The realization came to him that this was Barcia's way of acknowl-
edging the need of reaching him. You can't solve it by the physical, he 
thought. It's nothing as tangible as that between us. 
Perfunctorily, he squeezed back. 
~~en they reached their destination, Georgine was first to 
walk up the stairs. She climbed as if she were sitting on an invisible 
chair, lifting her feet without disturbing her lap. She was a blonde 
attractive woman, younger than Barcia but she seemed older because of her 
larger frame. She reminded Lewis of a painting he had seen, of workers 
in a field. Funny, he had once had a desire to kiss her. 
Hel was a half-inch shorter than his wife. He overpowers her 
in eve~ other way though, Lewis thought. 
on." 
"Engine need a tow7" Hel called from the rear. "Get a move 
"I'm out of breath now," Georgine said lifting her knees higher. 
"Don't rush, Georgine," Lewis said. "There's plenty of time." 
"Is this something new7" Barcia asked, "having a party in your 
place of business?" 
"The building is new," Hel explained. "We just moved in. The 
party is a housewarming, so to speak." 
They passed from the iron-railed, cement-vmlled corridor into 
a wood-panelled outer office. Instantly they were enveloped by a rush 
of voices, smoke, and laughter. There was a smell of onion and burnt meat 
in the air. 
"The place is jammed," Mel said. "Eve~body is here." 
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And everybody w-as there. Lewis met people he had known for 
years, liquor salesmen, missionary men, sales-managers, and top executives. 
"Lewis," they said, shaking his hand, 11\fuere have you been? 11 
and "Haven't seen you around lately," and "Certainly glad to see you." 
They v1ere glad, he realized. They hoped he was there because 
he was one of them again. It relieved them of a small sliding feeling 
of guilt and shame. Nevertheless, he was glad to see them too. 
"There • s :t-Iel's boss," Georgine said. "He hasn't seen us yet." 
Lewis looked. Hr. Corbett was a large, white-haired round 
man. His body seemed round because of the shape of his stomach, his 
round face was reddened now in laughter over some joke he had just been 
listening to. Suddenly Lewis recognized him. He had been a salesman 
years before. Lewis had met him at a few stops. Why do I lose a little 
respect for him because I've known him before, Lewis asked himself after 
the first twinge of disappointment. It•s the mystery of the unknown, he 
thought. Contact rubs off the awe. 
Hr. Corbett did not remember him. 
"You're very welcome," he said shaking hands heartily. "Hel's 
brother--" 
"Brother-in-law," Hel interposed. 
"I wasn't," Le>ds said gently, "going to allow Hr. Corbett to 
labor under a false impression all evening. I was about to tell him 
myself." 
Hr. Corbett had a booming laugh. "Your brother has a nice sense 
of humor, Hel." 
"Brother-in-law, 11 Lewis said. 
The laugh boomed forth again. "Well, help yourselves to some-
thing to eat. There's plenty of steak sandwiches. We burned a few in 
the beginning but they're coming through better now." 
He passed to another group. Lewis didn't look at Mel. He 
felt himself trembling slightly. 
"That was nice," Mel said. "Very nice." 
"If you want me to say I'm sorry, all right," Lewis said. "I 
apologize." 
"What's got into you?" Hel asked. "I'm not saying anything 
about gratitude, but you asked me to bring you here. I brought you. 
Why try to spoil it for me.?" 
What was the use, Lewis thought. He couldn't explain to Mel. 
"I'll leave if you like," he offered. 
"For God's sake," Mel exploded. "That would be just dandy. 
That would really fix things. You come up, take a look around, decide 
the party's a bust, and leave. Do whatever you like. "Im through." 
He took Georgine's arm and walked away. 
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For an instant Lewis played with the idea of not explaining to 
Barcia's waiting silence. But habit was too strong. ttYou know he didn't 
really want us to come. If he hadn't felt an obligation--" 
"You're too sensitive, Lewis," Barcia said. 
"He's made it so plain. This was the last straw." 
She didn't answer. He felt a need to wring an admission of 
recognition from her. 
"I'm not wrong, Barcia. Please say I'm not wrong." 
"You're too sensitive,•• she said again. 
He turned from her and made his way into the next room He saw 
Mel talking to Corbett. He's probably making excuses for me, he thought. 
There was a bar set up in the corner. He walked over to it. 
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Leaning on the bar with a glass in his hand, he went over again 
everything that had happened, what Mr. Corbett had said, what Mel had 
said, and what he had said. The sales-manager of Kelston Liquors ordered 
a drink and nodded to him. 
"Hello, Lewis. Where have you been keeping yourself?" Then he 
stopped and flushed. 
He remembers that I asked him for a job last month, Lewis 
thought. "I've been around," he said. 
"Nice party," 
"Yeah." 
They began to talk, business talk. The liquor and the conversa-
tion were warming. Lewis felt himself thawing. They had another drink. 
"This is the damnest business," the sales manager said finally. 
"Don't think I didn't feel bad turning you down. But what are you gonna 
do? There's a hundred guys like you. Put fifteen--twenty years in the 
business and at the end--phfew--what have you got to show? Nothing. 
Take a guy like Corbett--socially a prince but in business you're more 
than likely to finish hating him. It isn't his fault. It's the business. 
It puts the screws in you." 
11 0h, I don't know," Lewis said, and congratulated himself that 
he could speak so casually. "Look at you. You started about when I did. 
You wound up with a good setup." 
"Me? Are you kidding?" He looked around the crowded room, 
then leaned closer to Lewis and lowered his voice. "I'm in the worst 
position of all. I live in a state of uncertainty. MY company's known 
for squeezing the guts out of their men--the good guts, mind you--then 
when they drain you--" He made a gesture of cutting his throat. "At 
least you know where you're at. I never know." 
"You shouldn't feel like that," Lewis said. Enjoy it while 
you have it." 
"I can't enjoy it. I'm human, I want something better out of 
life. What I'd like is a liquor store of my own. The retail end of the 
business. That's what I want." 
He brooded into his drink. When he looked up, Lewis was 
shaking his head. 
"What's the matter? Don't you like a retail store?" 
Lewis laughed. "It isn't that. It•s you--and everybody else. 
Nobody seems to be very happy with what they're doing. Maybe 
you'll say progress is built on people's dissatisfaction." He laughed 
again as if in apology for his own seriousness. "Someone--I think it 
was Browning--put it better. Ah, but~ man's reach should exceed his 
grasp. Maybe it's all true, but--I don't know. I think it kind of 
spoils what we already have." 
"Have another drink," the sales manager said. 
"You're thinking I've already had too many," Lewis said 
smiling. 
The sales manager asked for another drink. Lewis sipped the 
remains of his slowly. 
"By the way," the sales manager said. ''1-lhatever happened to 
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you? I remember you way back. You had a nice job with that distillery--
what was the name? After that you went from one to another, which wasn't 
too good for y9u. Excuse me for saying it, but people don't like a man 
who changes too often. What happened with 'j:.he first job you had?" 
Lewis felt himself smiling again. It's a reflex smile, he 
thought. I don't really mean it. 
"I left," he said.· "I wasn't satisfied." 
The sales manager looked at him queerly before he started to 
laugh. 
"You've got a sharp sense of humor. I'll say that for you." 
That's the second time I've been told rhat tonight, Lewis 
thought. I should go around mouthing truths, I'll be the hit of the 
party. He put his glass on the counter. I'm getting as hysterical as 
a woman, he told himself. Where's Barcia? 
He saw her across the room, talking with some people. She 
looked small and cute and young, as young as she had ever looked. He 
didn't want to hurt her. He thought he might find Mel and apologize 
again. Maybe he'd cooled off by now. But before he got to Nel, Corbett 
stopped him. 
"I've been looking for you. Why didn't you remind me that 
we'd met before?" 
11\iell ••• you were busy--" 
"Never too busy to talk about old times. My God, we were in 
this thing from the start, right after Repeal. You had the same terri-
tory I had." 
"I knew you 1 d remember by yourself," Lewis said. 
58. 
"I didn't. Something Hel said reminded me. We had quite a 
talk about you." 
Lewis felt himself start. Then he braced himself. 
"Why don't you drop over tomorrow and we'll have a talk?" 
Corbett said. ''I like reliable men with their feet on the ground." 
He started to turn away, then he came back. "Some companies 
won't take a man over forty. I don't believe in that. If a man's good, 
he's good. Self-confidence isn't a thing you lose. You only put it in 
storage for awhile. 11 
The door opened and a new group of people came in. A girl 
wearing a white apron passed steak sandwiches. The smell of onion hung 
heavy on the air. 
He felt guilty enough to speak to Corbett about me, Lewis 
thought. Then he was angr.y with himself. Why do you have to analyze, he 
asked himself. Can't you be satisfied with the fact that Hel did speak 
to Corbett? Suddenly it seemed as if that had been the trouble with his 
life. I've analyzed too much, he thought. I've analyzed the good away 
and left only the dissatisfaction. 
It seemed to him at that moment as if he had solved the secret 
of happiness. If he got this job, he told himself, he would never again 
think of what might be. It was getting the most out of the now that 
counted. 
Barcia was standing alone. He crossed to her. Her face beamed 
happiness. 
"I know, Le~ri.s. Hel told me. You see now? You were wrong 
about Mel." 
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"I wasn't wrong," Lewis said, "but who cares. I love him 
a.IlY'vay. " 
"You're bound to have the last word." 
"All right then. I'll admit I was wrong if it will make you 
happier." 
"I couldn't be happier, Lewis." 
Partly because he knew it would please her and partly because 
he felt good anyway, he took her hand and held it. He was still holding 
it when Mel and Georgine and Corbett joined them. 
"It•s a wonderful party, Mr. Corbett," Barcia said. 
"How about something to eat?" Corbett said. "Did you all 
have steak sandwiches?" 
"A party like this must be awfully expensive," Georgine said. 
Corbett sighed. "Now you're touching a raw spot. The only 
consolation is that I can take it off my income tax. But then that's no 
consolation because it makes me think of my income tax." 
Mel laughed. "You mean, you're making so much money you can't 
afford to pay your income tax." 
"Seriously speaking," Corbett said, "it•s no laughing matter. 
I make the money but where is it? By the time I have to p~ my taxes 
I've spent the money." 
The conversation had started lightly, now it took a sober tone. 
Lewis looked at Corbett in dismay. 
"Are you unhappy about it?" he asked. 
"Well--well, yes, I guess I am. I make enough. Why haven't I 
got it?" 
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Lewis couldn't answer for a moment. Corbett, too, was not 
immune. What was the goal then? 
"You shouldn't do that, Mr. Corbett," he said. "You've got to 
be satisfied with what you have." 
He saw the surprise on their faces. Somehow it hadn•t come 
out the way he had meant. 
"Are you kidding?" Mel asked. "You're making him sound like a 
pauper." 
Corbett waved this aside. "What do you mean, Lewis?" 
Lewis, sorry he had started the whole thing, saw no way of re-
treating. "It's a theory I have. People are never satisfied. They're 
always reaching for something that's just beyond their grasp. If they 
would stop wanting they could enjoy what they already have." 
Corbett looked at him seriously. "Do you realize what you're 
saying? Do you want to put a gag on incentive?" 
"I told him," Mel said excitedly. "I told him such an attitude 
would stop progress." 
"Just a minute, Mel," Corbett said. "Let's be fair. It's an 
interesting theory but let's examine it. I can see where such a way of 
life would be excellent for a retired man living on an income. But for 
a business man---" 
He stopped and shook his head rather sadly. Then he continued. 
"I'm afraid I saw things wrong, Lewis. It isn't just a question of self-
confidence. The man over forty has been bitten by wisdom. The things in 
this world are done by the young fools, not the wised-up middle-aged. 
I'm sorry." 
And Lewis knew that he was clear-sighted and right and it was 
a combination he couldn't argue against. 
In the car going home the four of them sat silent. Suddenly 
Mel spoke. 
"I tried, Lewis. You know I tried. 11 
"It wasn't your fault," Lewis said. "Thanks anyway." 
"You can see him in the morning," Mel said. "Tell him you'd 
had a few. He can't kick. After all, he sells the stuff. Tell him it 
was only talk." 
Lewis shook his head. "But it wasn't only talk." 
"Have it your way," Mel said. 
Lewis continued. "I had a vision--a glimpse that·was lucid 
and clear." 
Barcia moved in the seat beside him. ''What was it, .Mel?" 
Her voice was bewildered. 
"Well," Mel said, "suppose your husband got the job and he went 
out and sold twenty cases in a day. With the way he feels, he'd throw 
up his hands and say 'Allah be praised' and 'that's enough for anyone to 
sell.' While any tom fool kid would be saying 'Hell, tomorrow I'll make 
it forty cases. And maybe, if I tr,y real hard, there's the district 
managership and the state managership and God knows vThat.'" 
"Is that it, Lewis?" Barcia asked. 
"Yes, I guess that's about the gist of it except that the tom 
fool kid will always have another promotion in view but just beyond his 
reach." 
"You've always been so clever, Lewis," Georgine said and it 
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wasn't a compliment the way she said it. 
He let Barcia's hand take his. It lay passive under her palm. 
He knew she wouldn't say anything there in the car with the two of them 
in the front, listening. 
Before they said goodnight, Mel said again, "See him in the 
morning, Lewis. Tell him you didn't mean a word of it. After all, your 
philosophies are your own. They don • t mix in business. tt 
"Thanks anyway," Lewis said with what he thought was finality. 
But he didn't feel so final when Barcia and he had gone into 
the house. The family had gone to bed. Only the hall light burned, 
welcoming them back for the night. They closed the door behind them and 
stood within the dim orb the globe cast. Beyond the half-circle of light 
was darkness, unknown suddenly and, in a new sense, almost forbidding. 
"Lewis," she said softly. "Please ••• I don•t think I quite 
understand." 
He knew so much about her--how she looked in the morning and 
how she creamed her face with the upward palm strokes before she went to 
bed, what she would wear when they went out and the things she would say 
almost before she said them. Once he had loved her very much. What was 
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it he had loved--not just the small straight body. Where was the "something 
more" he had seen? Gone now? Lost? Maybe not. 
"I didn't understand either," he said. "Not altogether. But 
I understand now. It would affect the way I did my job. But I can't 
feel sad about it because I understand everything now." Then he added, 
"1'1aybe, Barce ••• maybe I could still teach. It's something I used to want." 
"Use to," she said. 
She didn't add that he was too old to begin now but he knew 
she was thinking it. He didn't feel old tonight. He wondered what he 
could say to convince her. He looked down at her and he saw her face, 
her eyes wide and strained. Was there ••• fear there? 
"Are you afraid?" he asked softly. 
It seemed to him as if her fingers on his arm had a tenuous, 
clinging quality. 
"Would it matter so much--just saying you hadn't meant it?" 
He wasn't horrified because before he had a chance for any 
reaction to set in she burst into tears. 
"I'm--I'm such a coward, but I can't help it," she sobbed. 
He drew her head on his shoulder and patted her hair. "It's 
all right," he said over and over. "It's all right. I'll see him in 
the morning." 
And after a while she dried her eyes and seemed brighter. 
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CHAPTER V 
Something had gone wrong with the day. The two boys had met 
at the corner of Tremaine Street in the City at the prearranged time; 
although young Paul Manning was some twenty-five minutes early which 
was, after all, noboqy•s fault but his own and, in consequence, was not 
even worth mentioning. He had spent the time making incursions into 
the four stems of the corner and peeking at the attractions the Paramount 
theatre offered and wondering if, in the end, they would not finish off 
in there. 
It was Paul's first thought that the morning was as fair as 
the blush of a June rose, then he looked around furtively as if he had 
been caught making this comparison aloud. I mean it•s a perfect day to 
watch a ball game, he amended to himself and felt a great relief as if 
he had been on the brink of a great catastrophe that would chasm even 
wider the differences between himself and his cousin Arnold. Arnold. 
He could hardly call him that and he couldn't stretch his memory back. 
He must have some nickname. Am, Arnie. It was strange and a little sad 
that he could not remember what to call his own cousin. In another 
sense, it was frightening too, in a way, as if everything would always 
be in a state of flux and there was nothing you could depend upon to 
remain static - not even relationships with people you loved. Perhaps 
not even with your own mother and father. He tried harder to remember, 
when they were little children playing in their grandmother's house, 
what he had called his cousin. The memory eluded him. He decided to 
refrain from the use of any title until he could find out. 
So it wasn't the use of some possible hated form of address 
that was causing Arnold's eyes to cut sideways to the right of Paul and 
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to the left, never squarely meeting his gaze. 
They were an incongruous pair. Paul was thin and fair with 
round blue eyes and a delicate pink skin. As if in defiance to the 
texture of his skin, he wore his Chino pants a little bunched at the waist 
by a too-tightly clasped belt (actually, the width of his waist was out 
of proportion to the length of his leg causing any size he took to be 
wide at the belt-line,) and his polo shirt was wrinkled and streaked with 
yesterd~'s dirt marks. As he walked, he pulled at the flap of his belt 
to tighten it even more. He wore a garrison belt and a buckle that did 
not have to be opened for adjustments. You simply pulled tighter and 
the belt slipped into another notch. He took great pride in the belt 
and in the heavy, weighted buckle and his hands moved often to it. 
His cousin Arnold was almost a head shorter. His dark hair was 
combed smooth and sleek and his eyes, cutting back and forth, never still, 
were almond-shaped. His skin, stretched tight over his square cheek 
bones, was tanned a vibrant, ruddy color. Yet, in spite of the contrast 
in coloring and in contour, there was a marked family resemblance between 
the two boys. It lay in the chins, clefted and oval, and in the heavy 
eyebrows that hinted at a future shagginess, Arnold's clothes, too, were 
in contrast to Paul's. His white shirt was buttoned at the throat under 
a blue-striped tie. His dark blue suit was freshly pressed and fitted 
with that degree of perfection which is attained at only one period in 
the life of a boy's suit when it has just passed beyond the slightly 
too large stage and hasn't quite slipped into the barely too small. 
Arnold's hands, unlike his eyes, hung still and passive at his sides. 
The sun lay, an amorphous heap, over the objects in a sporting-
goods store window. 
"Look at the dagger," Arnold said. 
It was a two-edged dagger with a twisted leather handle. The 
double blade glinted sharp and fine below the $2.98 marker. 
"I have a friend," Arnold said, "who'd buy that for me in a 
minute. All I'd go, 'Look at the dagger,• and he'd go, •Arnie, it's 
yours!'" 
"I wish--well, I mean I wish I had three dollars, Arnie," 
Paul said. 
Arnie's fingernails staccatoed a tune on the window-pane in a 
direct line with the dagger. One of his nails slid along the glass in 
a long screech that made Paul wince. 
"I knew a boy once who bought me an ID. Saw it in a store 
window. I go, 'I like it.• Just like that, he goes, •It's yours.'" 
Paul wished desperately that he had the money. He felt in-
adequate and as if he were not doing as much as he should--as much as 
anyone else in the world would do for Arnie. He thought now that it had 
all been a mistake. What had he wanted when he suggested the meeting? 
Hhat had he been seeking and how could Arnie have supplied the answer? 
"Your folks keep you broke," Arnie said as if enlightened by 
a conclusion at which he had only just arrived. 
Paul shrugged. "I guess average." 
"Why should it be average? Your father has plenty. I should 
think you'd be swimming in it." 
Paul felt guilty, as if he stood accused. 
"Hhen you're in business most of your money is invested." 
Arnie's gaze never left the dagger. 
"You're broke then? I mean--of cash? Does your father walk 
around broke too?" 
"I never said that," Paul said a little angrily. 
Arnie turned finally from the dagger and they began to walk up 
the street. They weaved through the people walking down on the left 
side, flowing down and around them, Arnie staying close to the store 
windows and Paul not budging from his side. A few people turned to stare 
at them in silent reprimand. After a while Paul moved to the right side 
of the street and this time Arnie followed him. 
"That does explain it though," Arnie said musing. 
Paul looked at him. 
"Say, I wish I was taller than you," Arnie said. "I have a 
suit I've outgrown that• s still quite new-looking." 
"Are you fooling?" Paul asked in amazement. "I have three 
suits at home." He looked down suddenly at his Chino pants. "I only 
dressed like this to make you feel more comfortable." 
Instantly he realized what he had said and felt himself redden. 
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But he felt relieved too as if he had discovered the reason for Arnie's 
animosity. It was his clothes. The way he had dressed, or rather not 
dressed to meet his cousin. Arnie, in his best suit, had taken Paul's 
casual attire as a personal affront--as a minimization of Paul's regard 
for him. It was all his fault then--only his--and only a small affair of 
little importance. When he looked at Arnie he saw him smiling softly. 
Pleasure flooded through him until, following Arnie's gaze, he saw the 
smile was not intended for him. 
Ahead of them, on the sidewalk, a street-peddler was selling 
toys. A feathered monkey, manipulated by the peddler, danced on strings. 
Several more like him lay on a small portable counter •. '~atch the monkey 
dance," the peddler said. "Take home a dancing monkey. Only fifty 
cents." 
The boys stopped and watched the monkey. Arnie spoke suddenly. 
"Fifty cents? Monkey• s not worth that. Sell them dmm the 
street in the five and ten for a quarter." 
The peddler's skin was sallow and unhealthy. "lfatch the 
monkey dance," he said. "Fifty cents to take him home." 
"Only worth a quarter," Arnie said. 
Paul tugged at his arm. "Let's go." 
They moved along, slowly. Arnie said, "I have a way to get 
that dagger. Paul, how much money you got?tt 
Paul's fingers smoothed the neatly folded bill in his pocket. 
"A dollar." 
"And I have a dollar. Now if we got us four of those monkeys 
and sold them for a quarter each right in front of that peddler •••• " 
"But ••• you need a license." 
"Don't be silly," Arnie said. 
Paul's legs were longer but he found himself hurrying to keep 
up with Arnie. '~e still wouldn't have enough. After we paid for the 
monkeys ••• " 
This time Arnie didn't answer at all. When they reached a 
five and ten Arnie turned into the entrance and Paul trailed after him. 
"When you see me take two," Arnie said, "you take two. 
Don't run after. Walk natural." 
"You mean ••• steal!" 
Arnie stopped and turned to face him. 
"Look, why did you call me up? Why did you want to meet me?" 
Paul stared at him. "I ••• r don't know. Except ••• " he stopped. 
"Except that I remember we used to be ••• happy." 
"Well, this is fun." Arnie's tone was decisive. "This is 
.£!!!:!, Paul." 
The feathers were soft and felt alive in his hands. Walk, not 
run, to the nearest exit. 
The peddler watched their return with no welcoming recognition. 
"See the monkey dance, 11 he said. "Take home a dancing monkey. Fifty 
cents." 
Arnie's voice was an exact replica of the peddler's monotone. 
"Same monkey, foD<s. Only a quarter." 
Paul saw the Peddler's eyes. They were frightened and sick. 
"Don't, Arnie,"he said. "Please don•t." 
"Oh, you," Arnie said. But he stopped. 
Later, Paul asked hesitantly, "What about the monkeys? ',fuat 
do you say we go back and give them to the peddler?n 
Arnie looked at him in complete surprise. "Of course not! 
We'll put them back in the store where we got them. Do you think we're 
thieves?" 
For an instant they looked at each other and then they were 
laughing and clapping each other on the back. 
\·Jhen Paul got home late that afternoon, his mother said, 
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"You didn't go to the City dressed like that?" 
"I was just around," he said vaguely, turning away. 
"That's good," his mother said and her voice was relieved. 
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CHAPI'ER VI 
Eugene couldn't say when he had first noticed his wife Sylvia's 
mounting irritability with her father. He was a little man with thin 
white hair and a short white beard and pale, waxen cheeks and he was 
very clean, not scrubbed-looking but thoughtfully washed, so it wasn't 
that. In the house he wore a short black jacket of thin shiny stuff and 
his little black hat on the back of his head and he mumbled his prayers 
at regular hours into the corners of the room, but she had told Eugene 
once she didn't mind that; first, because she was too used to it in him 
and second, because it gave her an almost comfortable feeling of having 
a shield between herself and an unexamined Wrath--if there were such a 
thing--and of having her bread perpetually blessed, so to speak. And 
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it wasn't the way he talked--not so much with an accent as an inflection--
because he had been talking that way at least for her whole lifetime and 
she must be used to that in him too. By this time her own responses to 
him even had a trace of the same inflection until she would realize how 
she sounded and then she would react good-naturedly and laugh at her 
unconscious mimicry. No, it wasn't that. 
He knew she was even proud of him. She was proud of his clean-
liness and his straight-back dignity and his eminence as a man of wisdom 
among the older people, even if they were the people from the old neighbor-
hood. It was ten years now since they had moved from there and still 
they came to him for advice and to settle the differences they were un-
willing to take to a civil court. They abided by his decisions in an 
amazing way. It wasn't in this direction that she could complain. 
Up to now he had never meddled. 
And even his meddling wasn't satisfactory in a way at which 
you could lash back. It was gentle and sad and it vms suggestive of so 
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much more than just the immediate meddling that Eugene wondered about 
Sylvia and what she thought. You never could tell with Sylvia. She had 
that way of walking with her head thrust forward as if groping for a 
lost trail or thought in a strange, far-off place. Yet perhaps she, too, 
wanted to close her mind and not look at something--something that could 
turn into a kind of horror if you inspected it too closely. 
It didn't start when they remodeled the house--although some 
of the alterations, such as breaking through the length of the living-
room into one huge windowed wall that overlooked the sea until you felt 
almost submerged, drenched in the sea, you could see amazed and even 
stupified the old man. Just how soon after that it started, he couldn't 
say. There was the morning the old man came into the shiny newly-
paneled kitchen in his undershirt and began puttering among the pans for 
his teapot. It was Mrs. Ralph's day off and he could never bear to ask 
Sylvia to do anything for him, although she did not complain and actually 
preferred to do it herself rather than have him fumbling ineffectually 
with his preparations. She looked at him now and then away. 
Mr. Diamond glanced down at his undershirt, unfresh from a 
night's wear and a little torn under the heart. 
"You keep it so warm," he said defensively. "So much fuel 
used. How should I be used to such extravagance?" 
She shook her head, smiling slightly, but still saying nothing. 
He continued as if her responses had been audible and he, a participant 
in a verbal contest, must send his returns or be declared out of the 
game. All the while he answered as if her mind were open to his gaze and 
as if her answers were as known to him as if she had voiced them. He 
looked at her sadly. 
"Yes, it's ten years we're living here. And I should forget 
my whole life for ten years?" 
Her expression changed. A slight exasperation crossed her 
face. At last she spoke. "I can't argue with you when you're in this 
mood. You'll have me going in circles." 
"I'll go and get dressed. You're a fine daughter. I should 
do it to please you." 
"It's all right," she said. "Have your breakfast first." 
"No. It's not the right way. For you I should always do the 
right way." 
He left the room and when he came back he wore a shirt and his 
thin black tie and his black shiny coat. 
"Thank you, Papa," she said. 
He sat at the table and sipped his tea out of a glass. His 
fingers rasped, parchment-dry, along the amber side. She sat with her 
head thrust forward, her attention gone from him and from Eugene, lost 
in a dream or a plan where Eugene could not follow. 
"Maybe I shouldn't have come to live with children," Mr. 
Diamond said after awhile. "They told me it was a mistake. I'm a 
trouble to you." 
"Now, Papa," she said absently. 
"It's the money," he said sipping his tea slowly. "Everything 
was always so costly. I never had enough to put by." 
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He was like an actor in a play, claiming an audience, extending 
himself to the point of indignity for the futile hope of wresting her 
attention toward himself. L0 st in her dream, she gave her conventional 
replies. 
"It's no matter." 
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As always in such discussions, Eugene was silent. For one 
thing, he felt it was strictly Sylvia's affair. Her father was her prob-
lem to be dealt with in her own way. And then again, in a perverse 
sense, he had a curious affinity with the old man. Looking at the white 
hair, he was aware most pungently of the end of dreams and hopes, of the 
failure of the golden shower of promises that was America, not just the 
failure of an idea born in the Old World and promulgated here into a non-
culmination, a nothingness, but a condition of promise meant to be co-
eval with the condition of America itself. The old man had failed. 
Eugene was sorr.y for him in a way he had never been sorry for his own 
mother and his brother Aaron. They had the ability to fight back, to 
be bitter, to be defiant, and, with his mother, to be resilient. The 
old man merely accepted in a sense that even Aaron--whose basic acceptance 
Eugene despised--had never accepted. 
But the affinity he felt with the old man was one of apposition. 
He heard Paul's step and his eyes stayed on the doorway, wait-
ing. He got the feeling he always got when he saw him, his fourteen-
year-old son, and recognized anew with an everfresh joy his tallness and 
slightness, his sensitive eyes, straight nose, and well-shaped mouth. 
But it was the oval shape of his chin that gave his face the look of 
piercing beauty. His greatest charm, perhaps, was his total unconscious-
ness of his beauty; or, rather, his father thought, his acceptance of it 
together with the realization of how much more was needed than just that. 
And the Chino pants bunched tightly at the waist and weighted 
with the heavy buckle. 
"Here's the prince now, come to breakfast," Hr. Diamond said. 
""lpJhat•s the matter, Paul? Don't you get up in time for school any more?" 
"Oh, Grandpa," Paul said laughing. "You know it • s Sunday." 
The old man smiled gently, nodding his head. "So it is. So 
it is." Then he said, inexplicably, "Days." 
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"You're not that old, Grandpa," Paul said smiling. "And--well, 
I mean they're not all just alike." 
How well he understands, his father thought, and what a bond 
there is between them. He looked at his wife and wondered for a moment 
if what he saw was a pang cross her face, not of jealousy exactly because 
if she had seen a disaffection between the two she would have been the 
first to have felt a sorrow over it; but what she might have was a sense 
of being set aside. One thing he knew of her was that she couldn't bear 
this. It was the same sort of motivation that induced the corresponding 
inflection in her voice when she spoke with her father, as if then he 
would have a greater ease in understanding her. It was a passionate 
desire to be understood--to feel that flow of communication that exists 
when one person understands the other's meaning. It was the same sort 
of desire that had led her at one time to add "Do you know what I mean?" 
to the end of every statement until he had pointed it out to her and she 
had stopped. 
It must have been this that lay somewhere at the base of her 
irritability with her father. Eugene thought she had the feeling that 
he misunderstood her and--worse--that he disapproved of her. It had 
77. 
started soon after the remodeling of the house. And yet, when Eugene had 
watched her looking at the completed alterations and the new furniture 
once, he had seen aesthetic tears of joy smarting at her eyes. They had 
had the choice of buying a new home or of modernizing this one. The 
location was excellent, Pigeon Cove was more fashionable today than when 
they had moved there. And the house, situated on the rocks and facing 
the sea--, well, what choice had there been? 
How·ever, it was true that Eugene was working much harder these 
days, was even now planning to leave that evening for a two-week trip in 
the Middle West. And that too was at the core of the trouble. 
Mr. Diamond sighed. "Sunday to be away from home. Eugene's 
greatest pleasure is alvrays to spend a day home with his family. He's a 
real home boy. I know. I see it. He doesn't like to run around. And 
the eating in restaurants •••• " 
"A man has responsibilities," Sylvia said as if suddenly aware 
of what her father was saying. 
"I know," Hr. Diamond said, nodding his head. "I don't say 
different." 
Fully awakened, she focused her attention on him. "You don't 
understand, Papa. Eugene wants these things as much as I. Is it wrong 
to love beautiful things and to want to possess them? Everybody loves 
beauty. Why should we be different?" 
The old man put down his glass empty but continued to stir the 
spoon in it absently. "We can't help being different," he said softly. 
"We're J ev-rs." 
"Oh, that," Sylvia said impatiently. "Papa, please. Not 
that again." 
The old man shrugged. 
she couldn't drop the subject. 
view· to hers, to make him see. 
Eugene sat and waited for her. He knew 
She had to go on, to force his point of 
"The house was getting shabby," she said. "A house is like a 
woman--it needs new things all the time to keep looking good. Besides, 
Paul is getting older. He brings his friends to the house and they're 
big enough now to notice. Do you want him to have less than the others?" 
Mr. Diamond took his glass and saucer to the sink and let the 
water run on them. Then he placed them on the drainboard. Sylvia 
picked them up and washed them again, carefully. 
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"Why does she explain to me?" Mr. Diamond said to Eugene. "I'm 
only an old man. What does my opinion matter?" 
"You're not that old, Grandpa," Paul said again. 
The old man looked at him and smiled. "You're a fine boy, my 
son. So--American. And why not? You're second generation." 
Eugene saw the irritation on her face before she spoke. 
npapa," she said and her voice was careful. "Please. Don't talk that 
way to Paul. I wouldn't want Paul to think he isn't the same as everyone 
else. After all, there's no real reason for him to think such a thing, 
is there?" 
The old man shook his head. "And since when," he asked, "was 
a Jew ever the same as everyone else?" 
As a girl, Eugene had heard, Sylvia had not been considered too 
promising. Her figure was good, slight but nicely curved, and she had 
beautiful hair--dark red and straight with a dull sheen. But her 
features had been too thin and pinched and her coloring was too pale for 
the abundance of vitality sparked hair. Eugene was the good-looking one. 
His falling in love with her had been a surprise to everybody--including 
Sylvia. Then, as sometimes happens, after five years of marriage, the 
nondescript-appearing girl had become a handsome woman. Her figure 
filled out, her face was no longer thin and pinched but softly rounded. 
Her hair had darkened to a reddish chestnut, shiny and warm. 
But once she had told him, lying in the dark beside him warm 
and drowsy after making love, that always, mingled with her love for 
him, was a slight feeling of gratitude that he had chosen her. It had 
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had a surprising effect on her, she said. He became for her an ideal 
toward which she had stretched her hand and attained. It seemed to her 
afterward that there was nothing for which she might wish that she could 
not attain. The clarity of her insight had clouded then and it remained 
for Eugene to follow the sequence. Her life had, indeed, been a succession 
of her getting her own way. She wasn't unreasonable in her desires; or, 
if she was, it was so very slightly beyond that you could scarcely call 
it anything but reasonable. That is, if you were a reasonable person 
yourself. 
Here again, however, his purity of vision in no way interfered 
with the sensuality of his passion for Sylvia. After all the years, he 
still couldn't keep his hands from her. Touch her he must, somewhere, 
ever.ywhere. She interested him still in every word, every mood. 
What he knew was her passionate desire to be understood. Dis-
approval meant she was not being understood. And an opinion that 
differed from her own meant, too, that she was not being understood, 
that she had not presented her meaning in a clear enough fashion. So 
that now, facing her father in the wood-paneled kitchen, she kept her 
voice modulated and restrained in an obviously conscious effort that 
they must reach an understanding. 
"Papa, you've brought it up again and again although I've ex-
pressly told you I don't want the subject forced on Paul to an abnormal 
degree. But you're the one who says it, so you be the one to explain 
it to him. Explain the difference, please. How are we so different in 
a world like this? In America?" 
"Hother," Paul said, his eyes troubled. "Don't. He doesn't 
have to explain anything." 
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She stood with her head thrust forward, her vague gaze re-
tracted and concentrated into an intensity that spilled from her eyes and 
was surprisingly paradoxical in view of her former detachment. 
"You pay too much attention to me," Paul said. "I mean, well ••• 
I wish you wouldn't notice me so much." 
She turned and looked at him. I don't enough, my darling, the 
look said. But she didn't voice it. She turned her eyes back to her 
father, waiting. He shook his head slightly. 
"A Jew can't plant his feet firm," he said as if regretfully. 
"A Jew is like an incurable sore on the face of the earth--always running." 
Until now, Eugene hadn't interfered; first because he felt this 
was Sylvia's problem, but also because somewhere behind the old man's 
words was something--something he couldn't pinpoint and didn't even want 
to name. In him was a conviction that if he kept piling up possessions 
he would someday find security. The beauty of his home, the growth of 
his business--for him--were synonyms for security. But the old man was 
upsetting the balance and order of his way of life. 
"If it were true, if there is no security for us--not even in 
America--why is it wrong for us to enjoy beautiful things while we have 
the security?" he asked. 
ttit isn't wrong," Mr. Diamond said. "But to make it a way of 
life--when there's so much more important work to be done--to help the 
unfortunate, to tr.y to educate the people, to tr.y to make the security." 
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Then Eugene realized that he had caught him and it was out in 
the open now ••• the horror that had always been behind his words was a 
yawning chasm ahead of him and Sylvia--and ahead of Paul. When he looked 
at Sylvia he saw the horror had pervaded her too. 
"Papa," she said slowly. "You're a wicked man. You're wicked 
to frighten us this way. All my life I've wanted something truly 
beautiful to keep and to become mine. Until now, it's been like--well, 
like a bunch of flowers that I cut and arrange, trying to keep them closer 
and more mine. They don't last. Nothing has lasted. But this house--
it's so beautiful that sometimes I could cr.y. I don't like to think 
what it is that you object to." 
"No, my child,"' Mr. Diamond said, "you don't understand." 
"I understand too well," Sylvia said. "You're jealous. You've 
made nothing of your life and you don't want to see Eugene's success." 
Even the silence seemed shocked. They said nothing more, not 
meeting each other's eyes and each one fumbled for an excuse to leave 
the room. 
That evering Eugene left for the Midwest. 
On the plane, he thought about the quarrel and his lack of 
participation. His quarrel with his own family had placed him in a 
position where he couldn't fight 1~th his father-in-law. What he had 
done with his family was not so simple a thing as a fait accompli. 
It had a continuing action, influencing many other factors of his life. 
It was a thing he must live with over and over in many ways. To quarrel 
with his father-in-law would be to put himself in the position of a 
quarrelsome person, fighting with both sides of the family. He could 
almost hear the whispers hovering, "Can't he get along with anybody?" 
No justification would be possible. 
Deep within him, if there was any admittance that he was in 
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the wrong, there was also a conviction that some day everything would be 
set right. In the vague and indefinite future. He shared the old Hebraic 
beliefs that sincere regret and righteous living will atone. But they 
were beliefs he did not dwell upon or examine; rather, his awareness of 
them was subconscious or, even, unconscious. In the meantime, in the 
midst, as it were, of a perpetual state of war, he must preserve peace 
in every other phase of his life. He thought he would explain this to 
Sylvia on his return. They must not quarrel with her father. 
All these thoughts occurred to him in snatches between his 
thoughts of business. It was a successful trip and, after two weeks, 
he returned home. A delay in connections made it very late when he 
reached the City and it wasn't until two A.M. that his cab drew up before 
his house. 
It was a warm June night. The sea was quiet, gently lapping 
on the sand that dropped below the front lawn. Eugene paused a moment 
on the lawn looking at the water, somnolent under the dim moon. The 
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door squeaked sharply in the stillness as he let himself into the darkened 
house. 
Upstairs, he undressed in the dark. Sylvia's breathing was 
deep and rythmic. He put out his hand and touched one breast, his 
fingers curled around the nipple. She murmured something and he leaned 
over her but he caught only one word, " ••• sleepy." 
"Then let me." 
Her body was passive. Later, when he grew drowsy, she awoke 
fully. 
"It's so late. We worried a little." 
"The plane ••• 11 
"How was business?" 
He smiled a little in the darkness. It alw~s amused him, the 
interest Sylvia took in his business. He told her some of the orders he 
had taken, the people he had seen. He highlighted the conflicts he had 
had, dramatizing himself as wresting the orders from their unwilling 
hands. He knew what details would please her and he felt her rapt atten-
tion, lying there beside him. Then, 
"How are things with your father?" he asked. 
"Oh, Papa." 
He waited. 
"He's really getting terrible. He makes me feel •••• well, 
guilty. After •••• all •••• " 
"I know," he said. 
"He's frightening too, in a way I can•t explain. It's almost 
a threat as if there were something hanging over our heads." 
"I know," he said again. 
"But the worst of it is Paul. He gets so upset. He's too 
sensitive. Really too sensitive." 
"Try to be calm about it. Above everything, don't quarrel." 
She sighed. "I'll try. Really." 
But in the morning, when he came downstairs, he found the 
family already around the table and they had resumed the quarrel as if 
he had never been away and there had been no interruption or two-week 
interval. Sylvia's face was pale. Eugene thought he had never seen her 
so angry. 
"Don't Papa," she was saying. "Don't frighten us with stories 
like that. I won't have you speaking like that in front of Paul." 
"Paul's a man now," Mr. Diamond said. "It's not too soon for 
him to know." 
"Stop it," Sylvia said, her voice rising. "I won't have you 
talk like that in this house. I won't have it." 
How many years of indignities made an old man's back so 
straight, Eugene wondered. How many years of resistance against the in-
sults that life had to offer raised an old head so proud? Why was it 
that the strongest pride nested sometimes among the downtrodden, while 
the fortunates laughed off the slights easily and took little offense? 
Was he too humiliated to speak? The silence continued; until, suddenly, 
Paul began to cry. Eugene wanted to go to him, but he felt a sudden 
embarrassment. Only last month he had remarked to Sylvia that it had 
been at least two years since he had seen Paul cry. Then they saw him 
and Paul came to him and he put his arm around the boy's shoulder. 
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Paul, shamefaced now, jabbed at his eyes with his sleeve. 
"Well, they don't have to do that," he said. 
Eugene watched Sylvia choke back the words she had been pre-
pared to give. Other words came to her lips now--soft words of contrite-
ness and reassurance for the boy that there would be no more quarreling. 
And when she had promised, Eugene took her hand and joined it with his 
father-in-law's. The old man's hand felt frail and dry in his. 
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But reconciliation, complete and pure, is not brought about 
simply by a handclasp, as he was to find. The resentment lingered. The 
irritation Sylvia felt with her father did not arise now from direct 
causes she could trace for Eugene. There were other things about him 
that played upon her nerves, the way he sipped his tea with little smack-
ing noises when guests w·ere present and even when they were not, the un-
ruffled calm with which he held himself above scorn or anger or any of 
the little human foibles; but mostly it was the way he watched her when 
the doorbell rang and followed her with his eyes as if to see what new 
packages were arriving. He never reproached her for extravagances, she 
sometimes thought it would be better if he did, she told Eugene. It was 
the feeling she had within herself, that always she must justify herself 
for her purchases. 
She began to find fault with him about little things; even, at 
times, resorting to a sarcasm to which he was completely impervious, not, 
Eugene suspected, understanding it. Paul noticed. 
"1-iother," he said to her one day when the three of them were 
alone, the old man having gone to the Temple to pray. "Wh.y ••• well, I 
mean, why do you act like that to Grandpa?" 
"Like what?" 
"Like ••• well, you're not very nice to him." 
"Paul," she said, beginning to be angry. 
"It makes me feel---w·ell, I mean I feel pretty badl" 
Eugene looked at him and saw how unhappy he did look, his lips 
drooping and his eyes on the verge of tears. That's the second time in 
two years, he thought. He looked at Sylvia and he knew suddenly that 
she couldn't bear that the boy didn't see her position from her point of 
view and she was detennined to make him understand. 
"I'm unhappy too," she said. "You know how I love beautiful 
things and yet I have to hide some of the things that come because I'm 
afraid of what he might think. How do you think that makes me feel?" 
"Grandpa doesn • t say anything," Paul said. 
Her finger touched a vase, bright blue, on a table, lingered, 
slid downward to run, finally, along the wood of the table top. 
"It's too petty," she said. "These are things one takes for 
granted. Having anything at all said about them is--well, degrading." 
She went to the closet and pulled out a package and opened it. 
"Like this, for instance. Jvl,y drapery material. How can I shm-r this to 
him? It fairly shrieks of money." 
Paul stretched out his forefinger and touched it. ttit•s very 
beautiful." 
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Beautiful it was. It was heavy white antique silk shot through 
vdth a golden metallic speck. It seemed almost three-dimensional in its 
depth of sheen and it almost, not quite, made its own folds lying there. 
Paul stood looking at it and not speaking. The door opened and the grand-
father came in from the street. 
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Eugene felt as if he and Sylvia and Paul were conspirators 
standing there. The sun was just setting and, from the window, the last 
rays fell directly on the white and gold material like a spotlight 
centered from offstage. The old man came and looked down at the material. 
There was only one word Eugene could use to describe the look on his 
face, and that was "chagrin." 
"vlell?" Sylvia asked, breaking the silence. "Why don't you 
say 1mat you're thinking?" 
"I don't need to say it," the old man said sadly. ttYou already 
point your own finger at yourself." 
"I won't have it." Sylvia's voice was intense but impatient 
too. Eugene had the feeling that she did not feel the words she was 
saying, that it was as if she were scolding a child passionately but 
knowing all the same that in a few minutes her anger would pass and even 
the memory of what she was saying would fade away. Then he saw her eyes 
and he knew the moment was very real to her. "Your life is spoiled," 
she said, "and you won't rest until you've spoiled mine. It's too much 
to bear, having somebody like you in the house. It•s too much to bear." 
The old man's waxen cheeks became even paler and she burst 
into tears. 
"I can't help feeling this way," she said. "You're spoiling 
my life." 
"Don't cry, my child," the old man said. 11I'1aybe you're right. 
I should go." 
"Grandpa •••• 11 Paul said. 
Suddenly it was all too much for Eugene. He turned and left 
the house. Past the garage with the shiny rear end of the car flaunted 
saucily in the open doorway. Not the car tonight, somehow. He caught 
the bus at the corner headed for the City. It was supper time. People 
were returning home, not going into the City again. The bus 1faS practi-
cally empty. All the way he brooded, but not clearly or rationally. He 
felt bewildered and confused. He was not upset over his decision not 
to become involved in the argument. Hore than ever, he was convinced 
of the wisdom of this decision. He cringed at every harsh word spoken 
between Sylvia and her father. He would have liked to put his finger to 
his mouth and entreat them to hush. It was necessary to his welfare 
that they should not quarrel. 
Until now, Sylvia's viewpoint had coincided with his own. Or 
rather, it was that he had never doubted Sylvia's viewpoint. There 
were certain values in their lives. One of them was that material 
possessions represented security. The more possessions one had, the 
more secure one was. There were other values--similar values. He had 
accepted them. 
He doubted now. 
There was something in what the old man kept saying. But he 
didn't wish to believe any of these things. He willed not to believe 
them. 
They refuted the facts of his life. 
He didn't know where to go and for a while he just walked. 
Then he turned into a movie. He sat and thought all the time the pic-
ture was unreeling, not conscious, orderly thinking but disjointed frag-
ments of thought. Miss Mallory, the French teacher. Suddenly it seemed 
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as if all the success he had flaunted for other people's benefit was as 
meaningless to those people as his success had been to Miss Mallory. 
The boy playing baseball or he? What difference did it make to anyboqy? 
lfho cared? He had heaped praise and laurels, in her eyes, upon the 
wrong person. He had crowned with success an unknown baseball-playing 
boy. The Unknown Baseball Player, he thought. Let's build a monument 
to him. 
Who do I think of this now, he asked himself. He got up and 
left the theatre. 
Outside, it was dark. The night was warm and smelled of 
Spring-in summer but the home-bound bus smelled of the tiredness of the 
late homecomers. 
He knew there was something wrong as soon as he opened the 
door and he saw his father-in-law waiting for him. The old man was 
trembling, he saw. 
"Where's Sylvia?" Eugene asked. 
11She went out. Soon after you. I don't know where." One 
hand pressed the other closely, the blue veins prominent on the thin, 
dry skin. 
"It's Paul, 11 Eugene said. 
11 Sit down, my son," the old man said. "It's nothing. He'll 
be back." 
There was a sheet of white paper pinned to the back of the 
divan. He unpinned it and read it. Of course. He should have know 
how sensitive Paul was. He couldn't listen to the quarreling. He'd 
gone •••• 
"It•s nothing," :Hr. Diamond said. "Once, when Sylvia was a 
little girl, she ran away too. He'll be back." 
Eugene stared at him stupidly. But he grasped at the idea 
of Sylvia being gone too. They must be together, he thought. They'll 
be home together. He sat on a chair and waited. At eleven o'clock, 
Sylvia returned. She was alone. 
"We must call the police," she said when she had heard. She 
was very pale. 
"All right," Eugene said. 
He allowed her to make the call, to give the report. He could 
only imagine Paul far away by now, hungry, hurt perhaps. Then, in a 
little while, the police called back. There was a boy, about fourteen, 
picked up unconscious. He was at City Hospital. No identification on 
him. lvould they come right down? 
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Eugene had answered the call. He didn't tell his father-in-law 
because suddenly he seemed so frail and old. There'll be time enough 
later, he thought. He didn't answer the question in Sylvia's eyes, but 
he motioned for her to come with him. 
"We have to go to the station," he told the old man. "lve'll 
be back soon." 
The old man lifted one hand in a gesture of futility. 
A police officer met them at the desk of the hospital. They 
walked along the long, muted corridor and he told them a little about 
the accident. 
"I don't know if this is your boy, Mrs.," he said. He was a 
tall young officer with blue eyes and a fresh complexion. He seemed very 
sorry for Sylvia and addressed himself to her. "Excuse me," he said. 
"Are you---Jewish?" 
She looked at him and nodded. 
"The reason I ask is--well, that was it. It was a bunch of 
boys laying for--anyone. They just asked him 'Hey, are you a Jew?• 
When he said he was, they lit in. There was a witness, a man walking 
by who heard it. He tried to help the kid and got hit too." 
Through dry lips Eugene asked, "Was it--just a beating?" 
The officer hesitated. "Well, no. They used--a garrison 
belt, the buckle filed to a sharp point. They got him on the--face." 
He didn't faint. He even spoke. "I want to see him." 
The boy lay on the bed shrouded in white. They went to the 
head of the bed and looked at the face. The eyes were closed, two open 
gashes, still unstitched, extended from nose to lips •••• the chin was a 
pulpy mass. 
Eugene stood there looking at the face that would never be 
whole again, seeing ahead into the life that would never be whole again. 
But the boy was not Paul. 
When they reached home Mr. Diamond met them with his fingers 
on his lips and Eugene knew that Paul was home. 
"He was tired out," Mr. Diamond said. "I let him sleep on 
the sofa just the way he was." 
Eugene bent over him and he saw that his father-in-law had 
covered him with the white and gold drapery material. He put his hand 
on the boy's hair and the tears came; two tears splashed over onto the 
material and spread into two large wet stains. 
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CHAPI'ER VII 
Eugene brooded for days. He fell into the blackest depression 
he had ever known. He went through the motions of every d~ living, 
going to the office, writing letters, talking to people. He would speak 
with somebody on the telephone, hang up, and not have the faintest 
recollection of what had been said. His daily living lost all importance 
for him. The only solace he found was with Sylvia, even though he knew 
she shared nothing of what he felt. For Sylvia, the incident was closed. 
With a happy ending. The boy involved had not been Paul. She saw no 
further than that, nor did she care to see more. Yet, in a perverse 
sense, he was satisfied that this should be so. He found it comforting 
to hear Sylvia's voice happy, not gloomy or--frightened. 
That very night, when they were reaqy for bed, she had turned 
to him and had said, "How lucky we are!" 
Her dark-red hair was vibrant against her sheer, vmite night-
dress and her skin had a pearly sheen under the lamplight. His hands 
extended to her shoulders. 
"I'm so thankful," she said. 
Her breasts were milk-white and firm. 
"How can you, Eugene?" she said. "After--evel".[thing." 
"That's why. Please." 
But she shrugged away. "It's been such a day." 
"I have to. Now." 
Her passive acquiescence, instead of repelling him, was 
reassuring. No violent excesses of emotion, no escapism. Sylvia had 
her mental adjustments. 
He could not shake off the picture of the boy on the hospital 
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bed. He felt the same shock, the same disbelief as if the boy had 
really been Paul. A perpetual vision of the father gazing down into 
the broken face of the son danced before his eyes. He was the father. 
He went through every nuance of emotion as if he were actually the 
father. He suffered. He writhed in agony. He clasped his hands and 
unclasped them and he saw the knuckles white at the joints. 
It was a suffering not merely of identification. A boy lying 
on a hospital bed vnth a battered face. A boy who might have been his 
own son. There but for the Grace of God ••• etcetera, etcetera, etcetera. 
No. There were other factors involved. It was the validity of his 
existence that was being assailed. Up to now, possessions had been a 
gauge. They had absolutely no meaning in connection with this accident. 
He was left without a support to which to cling, nor was there hope 
that the future would offer a more stable support. 
11r. Diamond was different now. He spoke in his quiet, gentle 
manner still, but there seemed to be no under-lying meaning to his 
words. The disapproval of them he had evidenced was gone. It was as 
if he felt that all that had to be said had already been said. He did 
not know of the hospital accident--they had seen no reason to speak of 
it, even to each other--but, again, it was as if all were known to him. 
All had been said and all was understood. 
For Eugene, the meaning of his entire life suddenly seemed 
void. Everything he had lived for, all his plans for himself and Sylvia 
and Paul became meaningless. If dreams could be blotted out sharply 
and quickly by the lashing of a garrison belt •••• Where, then, was 
security? lihere could he run? 
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To hide his face in his mother's apron? 
"Hama," he whispered in the night, and he groaned. 
Sylvia stirred beside him. 
'*Eugene? Are you awake? Don•t you feel >-Iell?tt 
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He pretended that he slept. Soon her breathing grew light and 
regular. I wonder, he thought, is there a word inconscient? There 
should be, he decided. He toyed lightly with the idea of investigating 
the proper channels and offering them the word. The next day at the 
office he tried to look up the word in the dictionary but could find 
nothing closer than conscience. She is inconscient, he thought. 
Inconscient Sylvia. And he thought it was a difference similar to the 
difference between immoral and amoral. 
There 1-m.s another word. Justification. This word he knew he 
could find in the dictionary, but could he find it elsewhere? He tried 
ver"";J hard. 
In the night, all his Hebraic beliefs came back, but not the 
wording. In his father-in-law's room one day he picked out a book -
the High Holiday Prayer Book. He leafed through it until he found what 
he sought. The words leaped from the page into his mind •••• on ~Year's 
Day ~ decree i.§. inscribed and 2E. ~ Day 21 Atonement it is sealed •••• 
who shall ~ and who shall ~; !!!!.£ shall perish !?z ~ ~ li!!£ EiL 
v-ro.ter; !!!!.£ ~ sword, and who ~ beast; ~ ~ hunger ~ who ~ thirst; 
who ~ strangling and who ~ stoning; who shall have rest and >-Iho shall 
.&£ wandering; !!hQ. shall be tranquil and who disturbed ..... 
But the consoling passage, God is ~ to anger and ready to 
forgive. 
And again, •••• who shall become poor and~ shall~~; 
who shall .££ brought low ~who shall be exalted. 
There is no more to be said--the decree is inscribed and 
------ _.:::;.;::.;;:.::...::::.::::. 
then it is sealed. 
Doomed, he told himself. Doomed. This was the fear that I 
feared. ~~ God of Vengeance. 
And then, like a shaft of light, he saw another line. But 
repentance, urayer, and righteousness avert the severe decree. The 
Calvinistic tenet that he had, secretly, remembered and stored away. 
That night he dreamed he was a boy again and playing on the 
floor of the living-room. His father was there, he saw him clearly, 
and his mother, young as he had forgotten she had been. 
"Play with Polly," his mother said. "She has to go to 
school. She has no good times." 
"lvhen I grow up, Marna," Eugene said, "I'll make lots of money 
and I' 11 buy Polly a new hat." 
"What a good boy," his mother said. 
On the wall hung a picture of a lion. Only the head was en-
cased in the frame, its jaws were open, and its eyes followed you no 
matter what position to took in the room, yellow eyes shining in the 
darkness. Suddenly, as he looked, the jaws opened larger and larger, 
the yellow eyes shone brighter and brighter, and the face came out of 
the frame and approached him slowly. 
"Hama," he cried. "Hama." 
He awoke to the night, to the stillness of the bedroom, and 
to the sound of the waves gently ebbing in the bay. 
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With the stillness, a peace came to him and, quietly, the 
answer came to him too. Redemption, he thought. In redemption there 
is security. I must find my redemption. 
As he had wondered about security and in what direction it 
lay, he wondered now about redemption. How could he find it? 
Did it lie with his family? 
He realized he must go back to his family. But then he 
thought, everything is too late with the family. In a quarrel, one 
should leave an open door to return. He had closed all doors. It was 
all too late now. Since his break with them, he had made Sylvia and 
Paul the most important things in his life. It was because of this 
that, when he had come home to find Paul missing, his first reaction 
had been that he had been cheated. Except for Sylvia, Paul was all he 
had. Nothing could happen to him. It would have been too unfair. 
He knew he must go. He must, at least, make the attempt. 
The mood stayed with him all d~, warm and close, but it was evening 
before he made a decision. 
He went out of the house in the twilight and walked to the 
edge of the lawn. It was a gentle sea in the bay, suffused as with 
an incandescence under the pale, warm stars. The waves rose softly 
and spewed forth a delicate froth that swirled and spiraled to rest at 
last on the darkened sand. The stars grew more brilliant as the night 
fell and the sand receded more and more into shadows so that the separa-
tion between sea and shore became less perceptible. 
Everything merges, Eugene thought. In the end, there must 
be love. 
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It was after nine o'clock when he reached his mother's house. 
As he rang the bell, he wondered who would come to the door and what 
he would say. There was no formulated speech or idea of any sort in 
his mind. 
It was Simon Moffit who opened the door. 
The doorway was dark with a thin needling light from a heavily-
frosted bulb at Simon's back, throwing into relief his almost-squat 
figure with the thin legs. 
"Come in," he said, peering as if he couldn't make out the 
features of the visitor, and then, "Eugene!" 
Eugene passed from the dim stillness of the hall into the 
bright stillness of the living-room. They were all there, the family, 
stopped in the midst of their various actions to gaze at him, if not 
with their mouths agape in actuality then, at least, symbolically. It 
reminded him of the stor,y of the little princess who was put to sleep 
for a hundred years and whose family fell asleep also right in the act 
of their everyday performances. Aaron and Lewis sat with newspapers, 
hands raised, eyes lifted to the door; Anna, Barcia, and Mama looked 
up from the crochet-work Mama held in her fingers; Polly and Arnie sat 
at a small table covered with domino pieces, one piece extended in 
Polly's hand, a chair beside the table a little pushed back, just vacated 
probably by Simon, Eugene thought. 
They all rose to greet him. 
"Eugene," Nama said, and put up her cheek to be kissed. 
Polly came to him and put one hand on his arm. Even Aaron preferred 
his hand in a handclasp. Why then was the whole scene so detached from 
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reality? It was as if he stood aside, still in the doorway of the room 
without ever having entered, and watched himself being greeted by his 
family. He was outside of the greeting, not enveloped by it. 
"Did you eat your supper already?" Mama asked. 
He smiled. "Yes." 
"You should have come to eat. You know there's ahrays plenty." 
"Yes," Polly said. "There's always enough for an extra plate." 
He sat down in the chair by the little table and he looked at 
the dominoes and he thought how exactly the dominoes suited the coloring 
of the boy, Arnie. 
"Are you good at school?" he asked, wanting to make contact 
and not thinking of anything else to s~. 
Arnie's finger flicked his dark hair. "Good? Honor Roll, 
that's all. Is Paul?" 
Eugene shrugged. "He dreams a lot." 
Arnie's face looked hopeful. "You didn't bring him tonight?'' 
"It•s far too late ••• " 
"It was later last week." 
The women were discussing the crochet-work again, examining 
the thread held over Nama• s crooked finger. Aaron and Lewis had taken 
up their newspapers again but held them awkwardly in their laps with-
out looking at them. The room hung on the edge of a great expectancy, 
one which Eugene knel-l suddenly would never be fulfilled. 
Eugene turned back to Arnie. 
"Was Paul here last week?" 
He didn't need the answer. This was where Paul had come. 
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Paul, too, had sought something here. Had he found it? 
The newspaper rustled in Lewis Heyerson•s hands and he 
dropped it to the floor. 
early." 
"It wasn't for long," Hama said gently. "We sent him home 
"We were worried," he said sharply. "You could have called." 
In his anger he turned to the dominoes on the table and 
touched their smooth surfaces. His fingers felt for the raised circles. 
"I'm sorry," Ha.ma said. "Did he get home all right?" 
"A lot anyone cared." 
There was an uncomfortable silence. He felt exposed in all 
his shame and anger, as if he were being probed and poked by every 
finger in the room. Simon Hoffit, who had remained standing in the 
doorway, advanced a little way into the room. 
"It's getting late," he said. "I really have to go." 
Polly rose. 
"I didn • t drive you out 7" Eugene said. 
"No, really. It is late." 
"All right. I'll go along with you." 
Simon hesitated. "Perhaps a little longer then •••• u 
He w·ent into the hall and came back with a tall, straight-
backed chair. He placed it just within the doorvray and sat down. 
The interested observer, Eugene thought. 
11tiould you believe, Eugene," Polly said suddenly, "that I 
understand now the way it was with you? It wasn't merely that we were 
right and you were wrong or that we were vrrong and you ;.rere right. 
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We all felt that we were right. I never quite realized that before." 
"You flatter me, Polly," Eugene said dryly. "You've never 
admitted I believed I was in the right." 
Polly looked up quickly. She was a thin, dark woman with 
fragile skin. 
"By 'right• I didn't mean in the argument. I meant a way of 
life." 
"I see," Eugene said stung. 
"It's no matter," she said. "We're glad you're here." 
And then he was weary to death of the old argument and of the 
ceaseless, perpetual bickering he encountered here. He saw it would 
always be like this. It was all too late with his family. Even in 
their charity of forgiveness toward him he saw a smugness that was in-
tolerable. It was as if they said, You see, we are in the right; but 
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even being in the right does not keep us from forgiveness. How friendly 
we are! See how we extend our hand in friendship toward you even after •••• 
well, after everything. 
What would they say if they kne>v why he had really come? If 
they knew he had for a brief moment thought they were his redemption? 
They would open their arms to him, clasp him to their one unified 
bosom, and smother him in their smugness. 'vve forgive you. \r/e redeem 
you. You are cleansed, purified, redeemed. Smugly. Smugly. 
Hovrever, if this image was intolerable, what did he have to 
replace it? His thoughts jumped, leaped, whirled. It was as if he had 
been set asea in an open boat and there was no land in sight. No course 
to set. No goal. The only picture that would focus was himself in bed 
with Sylvia in the act of love. Again and again he saw it and again 
and again he tore his mind away. It seemed impure in this room full 
of strangers who ivere his family. 
He looked aroJnd the room again, at the women with their 
crochet-work, at his brother Aaron sitting with the newspaper slack in 
his hands, at Lewis beside him. Lewis stared back at him politely and 
inquiringly. 
"It's been a long time," Eugene said softly almost to himself. 
Lewis heard. He nodded. 
Eugene rose suddenly. His abrupt movement jarred the small 
table; the domino pieces veered and shifted. As he crossed to Lewis, 
his gaze met Aaron's in an indecisive question on both sides as to 
what they would do. Then Aaron stood up and made a gesture with his 
hand for Eugene to take his seat. 
question. 
Eugene took the initial step. 
"How are things, Lewis?" 
The last time he had been here he would have avoided this 
Now he felt he must ask it. 
"If you mean our foreign policy,'' Lewis said, "it stinks." 
"No, I didn't mean •••• " 
"And if you mean the state of our culture, the condition of 
our art, our music, our literature, I side with the defeatists. I 
have to admit it stinks." 
He leaned back against the sofa, one arm extended along the 
back, one leg crossed over the other, toes pointed out, the careless 
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attitude of a prosperous man. 
"However, if you mean the welfare of our nation, the various 
miracle cures for the various diseases, and the fatality and mortality 
rates, well •••• there too, it stinks." 
Barcia's attention had left the women. She had turned to 
look at her husband. In the room, everybody listened. 
"And finally, if we cannot escape from the personal, if our 
giant-sized picture of the egocentric is proportional, if you mean how 
are things with ~--they stink." 
"Feel better now?" Eugene asked. 
"No." 
You feel miserable, Eugene thought. Hiserable and rotten and 
desolate and I know because that's how I feel too. He felt a kinship 
with Lewis that he had never felt before, because in the past there had 
ahrays been that envy of Lewis and Lewis' scholarship. Then he had 
passed Lewis in success and he had felt superior and vindicated. 
Suddenly he wondered what he was doing here, why he had come 
and what he had sought. There was nothing for him in this room with 
these people. It was all too late. They were right and he was wrong; 
they were forgiving and he had come to be forgiven; it was all too 
good to be true. If his home and his business and his success no 
longer gave him the security he needed--that he had thought he had--
how could he find it here? 
Once again the women talked, their voices low and blended 
together in the anonymity that women's voices have. Only Barcia was 
silent. A sound of bubbling came from the kitchen and the smell of 
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coffee filled the air. 
"A nice cup of coffee?" Mama asked. 
"I have to get started back," Eugene said. 
His leavetaking was as unreal as his entrance had been. He 
kissed his mother and he shook hands with the others. He nodded at 
their politeness, at their repeated invitations to come again and bring 
Sylvia. None of it seemed to penetrate. 
It seemed a pallid redemption. 
Reality, however, was with Simon Moffit driving back to the 
City in the car with him. 
"Do you visit there often?" Eugene asked after they had 
driven some distance in silence. 
In the darkness he could almost see Simon shrug. 
"Occasionally." 
Eugene smiled. Why should I hold back, he asked himself. 
"Is it Polly?" 
This time a street lamp they passed made the shrug visible. 
"I told you about that. Nothing's changed." 
They drove in silence again. The road ahead stretched black 
and narrow, a strip of velvet unfurling in the night. 
"What about Lewis?" Eugene asked. "What is he doing now?" 
There was a pause before Simon answered. Then, 
11\fuy don't you help him?" 
"It's so easy," Eugene said, nit's so easy to spend another 
man's money for him, or to live another man's life for him.'' 
"You don't have to be angry. It was just a suggestion." 
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Eugene slowed to light a cigarette. The lighter glowed 
briefly, a great hot cat•s eye of fire, then winked out almost 
sardonically. 
"I know he's having a rough time," Simon said. "He isn't 
too happy with his job. Barcia told me a little and the rest isn't 
hard to guess. You saw for yourself.u 
"Yes," Eugene said. "I saw for myself." 
Then a strange feeling came over him and he saw himself help-
ing Lewis and suddenly it seemed to him that here was where his redemp-
tion lay. In Lewis was his redemption. 
Yet the idea was repellent to him too. There uas the 
responsibility of taking over Lewis' life. What if Lewis should fail? 
Now there would be the added responsibility of taking him away from 
another job. But a peace descended upon him from the moment this idea 
occurred to him. It was as if a hand had been extended over his head 
to still his twistings and his turnings. Although he had no intention 
of putting the idea into execution, he wanted to cling to the thought 
and to the peace the thought generated. 
"Words are such fascinating things," Simon said. "Did you 
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ever take a word, a perfectly familiar one, and say it over and over 
until it seems strange and new? Like suggestion, for instance. Try it." 
"I have a better one," Eugene said. 
When Simon asked for the word, he changed the subject. But 
in his mind the word nagged at him like a ceaseless and perpetual 
motion. 
Salvation. Salvation. 
CHAPTER VIII 
In the afternoons the sun stroked the corners of the office 
with long, hot fingers then curled on the floor about the legs of the 
chairs and the desk, making dust motes hover over the piles of invoices 
stacked on the green blotter. Unthinkingly, in the cool of the morning, 
Eugene had worn a worsted suit. He sat now in his shirt sleeves, but 
the material of his trousers lay hot and uncomfortable on his thighs. 
His finger touched the pile of invoices, his fingernail tapped two 
staccato notes, then withdrew. 
He thought of Sylvia as she had been that morning, curled 
tightly in sleep. Then the splashing of his shower had awakened her. 
"So much noise," she complained. "Really, Eugene. Not 
everybody has to wake up because you do." 
"Sorry," he said but he didn't mean it. He loved watching a 
sleepy Sylvia. There was something bittersweet about Sylvia in the 
morning. 
offered. 
"I'll get up and make you breakfast, if you like," she 
He laughed. ttThank you, no." 
"It's not a joke," she said crossly. 
"Anyway, it isn't one on you." 
"I don't like to be laughed at." 
He was surprised. "I've never laughed at you. I never will. 
At least if I do, I'll tell you about it so you can laugh too." 
She curled back into a ball and closed her eyes. 
"Sylvia." 
There was no answer or movement from the bed. 
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He wondered if she had been angry or, simply, had fallen 
back to sleep. Where was she now? Down at the sea with Paul, perhaps, 
dipping into the waves, wading back to the sand, wet suit glued to her 
body, breasts, thighs, glistening with wet. They might run for awhile, 
maybe toss a ball back and forth, Sylvia laughing, head thrown back, 
Paul serious but enjoying himself all the same. And the sand would 
be hot now to their drying feet, and the sun would blaze, and pretty 
soon they'd be back in the sea. 
lie sighed then glanced again at the invoices. 
They represented orders he had taken weeks back, that were 
shipped now and completed. But they represented more than that too. 
They meant a depletion in materials, stock being used up, inventory 
satisfactorily moved. He had always loved this part of it. It was like 
a general housecleaning when you were tired of old clothes and furniture 
hanging around and--in a sudden reckless binge--gave everything away 
to make room for the decorator coming in with new ideas. He always 
loved the stacks of invoices. He loved thumbing through them, glancing 
at the neatly typed columns. Abraham & Beck. 5 doz. #4709. What was 
that? Oh, yes. The pinstripe. Neat number, that. 5 doz. #4820. 
And more. 
He rose and walked to the window. Some tall boys, sapling 
thin, tossed a ball to each other. Strayed from up the street on 
their coffee break, Eugene thought. Young factory boys, training for 
shipping clerks. That was all. Rarely, something higher. 
Goals. 
The sun hit the sidewalk in a reflected blaze that bounced 
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off in a glare of light. It reminded Eugene of winter and sun on the 
snow when you were driving, the light blinding and almost defeating 
you. Ice in the winter time, Eugene thought. 
winter time? Not Sylvia. She was gracious. 
generous. 
1iho gives ice in the 
And everybody said how 
Then let ~· 
The boys threw their ball, called to each other, and dis-
appeared. Eugene waited for their return, knowing they were gone but 
still expecting. A voice from the doorway roused him. Marcus, the 
inside man, a thin-faced zealot t~th worrying eyes, accused him silently. 
"You taking the New England trip tomorrow, Eugene?" 
"No use going in the middle of the week." 
"You're supposed to be upstate by Honday." 
"I'll get there," impatiently. 
Marcus came into the room. He was Eugene's age but looked 
older, his hair was grayed and his face was deeply lined. 
"You got the printed woolens,n he said. "Stuff's got to 
move." 
Eugene nodded. His finger lingered on a jagged course from 
the telephone to the inkwell. 
Harcus persisted, his eyes worrying. "You could use another 
man on the road. Naybe you're tired." 
"Don't worry," Eugene said. "This business isn't going to 
fold." Then he caught himself. He had been about to say, "Your job's 
safe." Last month or last week he would have said it. What had stopped 
him was the change which was only one of the changes he recognized in 
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himself. }furcus was a conscientious man; he was lucky to have him. 
And this, too, was an acknowledgment he would not have been able to 
make before. 
The effect of the accident upon him lias not as sharp as it 
had been. For hours at a time now he forgot about it; that is, he 
forgot about it with the top of his mind. It snuggled at the base of 
his brain, dormant, quivering into consciousness only at some reminder 
like the whiteness of a sheet drawn tautly over his bed, but coming 
alive---when it did---with its vividness blunted and dulled. If his 
feelings of guilt persisted, he no longer conceded them as such; they 
became instead a general dissatisfaction with his business, his home, 
himself, and his wife. 
The business did not have its usual hold on him, he admitted 
to himself. 
"Perhaps we could use another man," he said to Marcus. 
1f.hen he was alone again he thought of Lewis Meyerson. The 
idea harried him. Last year, he had hired a fourth man to put on the 
road. As with the other three salesmen, the result was profitable both 
to the business and, in a smaller way, to the salesmen themselves. 
Yet he had hesitated before taking on the fourth man. There was in him 
a curious reluctance to share any part of it, customers or profits, 
even though the net result should be a greater profit for himself. It 
went deeper than the money involved. He had sacrificed a great deal 
for this business, he had given up a family for it. It was his. In a 
way it circled back at him, giving up the family in order to make a 
larger business, then keeping the business smaller because he could 
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not bear to part with any degree of it. 
Taking Lewis Meyerson into the business was more than just 
giving him a job. Lewis was a blood relation, a cousin. There would 
be more involved than just the salary given for services rendered. It 
was a mysterious quality, blood. It radiated from a central point and 
where it stopped nobody knew. 
Although there had been no obligation inferred, when he had 
talked with Lewis--for that matter, he was not even certain Lewis would 
want to be placed with him--he felt exactly as if he had already had a 
conversation with Lewis about Lewis taking on his line and going on the 
road for him. He felt as if he ~ to come to some decision. And 
when the answer wavered toward the negative, again the sick emptiness 
and the lostness descended upon him. It was as if he could lean upon 
the concept of Lewis and giving Lewis a job. In some manner, the idea 
eased back his self-satisfaction and--more--his self-esteem. 
At one time, walking around the office and going back into 
the factory was enough. He pushed open the door into the long narrow 
corridor that led into the back part of the building. A sliver of sun-
shine traveled with him from the door left ajar into his office. 
Otherwise, the corridor was cool and shaded. At the far end was the 
door to the workroom, where stood the machines and the tables and the 
steam-ironers and the fifty-odd workers he employed. Only four men 
on the road, beside himself, yet they did enough business to keep this 
room perpetually noisy with the whirring of the machines and the hissing 
of the steam-irons and the clacking of the iron-wheeled runners and the 
incessant whispering, whispering of the women over their sewing and 
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folding and stacking. 
The noises were tangible to Eugene, a tactual answer to 
doubt. Yet why should he doubt? And what should he doubt? They were 
too vague and elusive, his misgivings. They defied even the the act 
of putting a name to them. This was his business. He had taken a 
small factory and he had done good things with it. Not great, perhaps. 
But close enough for his satisfaction. 
Where then was satisfaction? 
Stacked on the shelves were bolts of the printed woolens. 
When he pushed aside the thick, brown paper on one of the bolts and 
touched a corner, the goods felt soft and thin to his fingers. He 
glanced at the shelves, filled from the bottom to the top and extending 
into the room. It gave him a start. He didn't really remember order-
ing so much. There had been the salesman that day who had goaded him. 
"You shouldn't take too much of this number," the salesman 
had said. "You can't move it." 
"If you don't like it," Eugene had said, nwhat•s it doing in 
your line?" 
"Don't jump to conclusions. After all, there's just so much 
you can sell." 
Eugene would not admit to anyone, except himself, that it 
had been perversity that had made the order so large. The salesman's 
attitude had been a personal affront. He was ready to thow them. 
Only he was no longer ready. An unexpected inertia kept him 
from even caring very much. Yet he was certain that in a ~ or two 
it would be different. His old energy and verve would return; and, even 
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more, his values of the things that were important would reshuffle 
themselves into their familiar positions. In the meantime, while he 
waited, he told himself that he must take no decisive action that might 
have a later consequence. As, for instance, hiring Lewis Meyerson. 
Above the heat of the peopled room, above the noises, the 
vision of Sylvia, cool and dripping from the sea, beckoned. 
"I'm going," he said to Marcus. "If anything comes up, you 
can reach me at home." 
"There's these orders," Marcus worried, picking up a shaft of 
papers. "There's preferences, who to ship first." 
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Eugene hesitated. "It's nothing I can't take care of over the 
telephone." 
Outside, the heat exuded like sweat from the pores of the paved 
streets. Usually, he took the train to the City; this morning, for some 
reason, he had driven the car and left it in an outdoor parking lot. 
The attendant had closed all the windows and the interior was like an 
oven. Eugene quickly opened all the windows, but it was some time be-
fore the heaviness of the traffic permitted enough speed to motivate a 
breeze. 
The air changed as soon as he reached Pigeon Cove. It was 
always ten degrees cooler here. He flowed with the traffic now, the 
car and he and a light breeze which had sprung up along the ocean road. 
Past the carnival part of the Boulevard with its concessionaires and 
the sideshows and Fascination games, the road curved parallel with the 
ocean toward the residences. The sun sparkled on the water with hard, 
white glints, and the crowds on the public beach were thick. 
The house was dim and cool. Only his father-in-law, Hr. 
Diamond and Nary Ralph, the woraan who came in by the day to do the 
housework, were home. 
"It's good you came," his father-in-law said in his gentle 
way. "Such a hot day." 
In spite of the heat, he wore his black shiny jacket over his 
white shirt. 
"The house is cool," Eugene said. 
"It's a heaven here." 
"Sylvia on the beach?" 
The old man nodded. "With Paul." 
Eugene went into the kitchen and took a bottle of milk from 
the refrigerator. The liquid foamed cool and refreshing in the glass. 
When he had drunk it, he stepped into the living-room. Through the 
wide windows, only the far horizon of the sea was visible, the immediate 
view of the little private beach was hidden by the overhanging wall at 
the edge of the lawn. He went out of the casement door in the living-
room, and walked to the edge of the lawn. Below the house the lawn 
sloped very steeply to a bearded runway above the beach; from the run-
way to the sand beneath was a drop of about twenty feet. Below, in the 
foreground, was Sylvia. Beyond her stretched the sand, with its small 
white grains, to the shore and the gleaming water. He went down the 
steps cut out and fashioned from the natural rock. At the foot of the 
steps, he took off his shoes and socks and gave two rolls to each of his 
trouser legs. 
"Home early, Eugene?" Sylvia's voice was unsurprised. 
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He straightened to look at her. 
She lay on her back, on a striped canvas mat, her body directed 
to catch the full rays of the sun. Her skin was shining and burnished 
to a coffee hue, the muscles of her ribs flexed into a deep center cavity, 
and her breasts spilled into an indefinite shape in the prone position. 
air." 
"Sylvia," he said. 
"Hmmm?" 
He said nothing, looking at her. 
"You always do that, speak to me and then leave me up in the 
"It's nothing bad," he said, smiling. 
She lifted her head, one eye open to peer at him. "You didn't 
change. Now, that was foolish. Why don't you get into a bathing-suit?" 
He smiled again. "I will, if you'll come up with me." 
She lowered her head to the mat again. "It•s too hot. Hy 
goodness, Eugene." 
better?" 
"Oh, all right. I only said ••• " 
Paul, splashing in the water, called to him. 
"Hi, Dad, watch me swim." 
Eugene watched and waved encouragement. 
"How is it with your father?" he asked. "Is it going any 
She shifted the position of her head slightly then settled 
back with eyes closed. "vie don • t quarrel any more," she said. ttHe' s--
different." 
He waited. 
"He seems--sad.'' 
He could understand what she meant, for he had seen this sad-
ness in the old man too, but here in the bright whiteness of the sun and 
the sand he could not really fathom and grasp the idea of sadness. It 
was glittering here and exciting and Sylvia's flesh must be sweet yet 
salty from the sea. 
"Come upstairs with me," he said. "Please." 
"Please, Eugene." 
"Please." 
They both began to laugh. "You see," she said. "HovT silly." 
In the still blaze of noon, there was a wildness that hung 
over the sand and the pattern of the far-stretching sea. The sound of 
the -vmter beat against the shore in advance and retreat, advance and 
retreat, continually playing out its game with no hope of termination. 
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He threw himself on the sand beside her; both their bodies lay flat under 
the burning sun. 
Beneath the swelling surface of the w·aves, Paul undulated with 
rigid, horizontal, arm-lifting motions. 
"The water's fine, Dad. Come on in." 
Eugene cupped his hands over his mouth. "Can't. I'm not 
wearing a bathing-suit." 
Paul's wet, mocking face called out a word. "Sissy." 
"I' 11 teach you,'' Eugene said laughing. "who's a sissy." 
He got to his feet and walked to the edge of the shore. When 
he waded in, the water sparkled clean and cool over the bare whiteness 
of his feet. An unexpected wave foamed water on the bottoms of his 
trousers, and he quickly retreated. 
"I concede," he called. "The field is yours." 
"You mean the sea," Paul said. 
Eugene laughed and turned back to Sylvia. A woman had joined 
her, Sonia Lester, their next door neighbor. 
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She was a tall, fair young woman with flat, expressionless 
features, like a tooth, Eugene once thought, frorn which the dentist has 
drilled the nerve. Only the outer shell remained, what was left inside 
noboqy knew. Yet there was an enigmatic remoteness about her that was, 
perhaps, as intriguing as a morerevealing vivacity might have been. She 
had eyes from which thought has been erased, if, indeed, it had ever 
resided there; what remained was an agreeable and flattering acquiescence. 
"How lucky," Sonia Lester said. ''We have someboqy who can 
mix a decent coctail." 
"I can't mix sand with water," he said grimacing. "They come 
out to make mud on my trousers." 
"I' 11 fix thatV Sonia said. She unwrapped a kerchief from her 
pale lemon hair and began to scrub at his caked trousers. 
He moved his legs uncomfortably. "That isn't necessary." 
"It's his own fault," Sylvia said from her unmoving position 
under the direct rays of the sun. "Noboqy told him to come on the beach 
without a bathing-suit." 
But Eugene could not be goaded into changing his clothes. As 
uncomfortable as he was in the worsted trousers with the mud-caked 
bottoms, he sat on the sand unwilling to take his eyes from Sylvia. He 
was entranced with her today. Her tanned boqy gleamed with sun oil and 
gave the effect of being gilded. She seemed so slippery he had the 
feeling if he were to touch her his hands would slide off, but what a 
delicious attempt it would be. 
"~Vhy do you bother him?" Sonia said lazily. "He• s a man. 
He'll do as he pleases." 
1Nhat a misconception foisted upon the world, Eugene thought, 
but he was too warm to say anything. 
Later, he did go into the house to mix Vodka Collinses and 
pour them, iced, into two thermos bottles. 
"We could have a beach party tonight." Sonia mused over her 
drink. "Or we could go out to dinner. Only it's too hot to dress. And 
Jud will get home hot and tired and won • t want to go to any effort." 
"He• s perfectly right," Eugene said. ""Vlhy can•t we all do 
nothing?" 
Sylvia, lying on her side and leaning on one elbow, sipped at 
her drink. 
"Syl?" Eugene asked. 
"Hmmm?" 
"I said, why can't we all do nothing?" 
She poured off the remains of her drink in a triumphant 
swallow. "Nothing it is then." 
He was disquieted. Had she given in to please him? And why 
should he assume it was a case of her 11 giving in?" She had made no 
statement of ranging herself on Sonia's side against the men. But there 
he went thinking in terms of war. 
110f course, Syl, if you'd really like ••• " 
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"I don't care." 
He persisted. "If you've planned on something ••• " 
"For heaven's sake," she said impatiently. "How important 
is it?" 
He rose to his feet. "Perhaps I will get into a suit, after 
all." 
After he had changed, he returned and spent an hour trying to 
perfect Paul's stroke. 
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"Not so wide an arc, Paul. Bring back the arm with a straighter, 
cleaner thrust." 
"Yes, Dad." 
But Paul could not coordinate his mind to his actions and at 
last Eugene gave up. He kept looking into the boy's face, trying to 
read his expression. Was Paul content now? How could he know? How do 
you read behind an outer facade? 
"Let•s see you swim now, Dad." 
"All right." 
He plunged into the waves and began to swim away from shore 
toward the open sea. Eugene was a magnificent swimmer. He propelled 
himself smoothly, in even rhythm. One, two, one, two, left arm, right 
arm, arm back, cutting in, scathe the water, now the powerful left arm, 
weaker right, dangerous left arm, pushes you on, pulls you on, sweeps 
back the sea, let the right arm catch you up, align your body with the 
impetus of the left. 
To be alone in the sea away from the sound of human voices 
is to be alone with God. It is, even, to identify oneself with God. 
Here, then, is infinity and you are infinite. Master of your Fate, 
Captain of your Soul. All the truisms suddenly become fresh and new as 
if invented for the first time by you. You are strong. You are capable. 
You will rise above life as you rise above the surface of the water. 
And you will taste joy. Sylvia and the night that would come. There 
was a line he'd read once in a poem So on they worked and 1~ited for the 
light. He whispered to the rhythm of the propelling of his arms. So 
on he swam and waited for the night. He laughed aloud and shouted it. 
So on he swam and waited for the night. 
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Then he was silent and the only sounds were the sound of his 
arms scathing the sea and a sound as if water beat against a distant 
cliff and a great roaring in his ears that shut out all sound so that 
what he heard was more like the memory of the sound than the actual sound 
itself. He had, by this time, reached a point which he called the point 
of half-completion when his strength began to fail ever so slightly and 
he knew it was time to conserve then head for shore. He turned on his 
back and floated for awhile then started his homew·ard swim. 
Sylvia and Sonia had gathered up their things although, as 
Sonia said, "There's not much use going into the house. You'll only 
want to come right back here again." 
"Eugene will be hungry," Sylvia said. "I have to prepare his 
dinner." 
Why must she squeeze the last drop out of it, he thought. 
They entered the house through a side door in the basement 
where there were two dressing-rooms and a tin-walled shower for bathers. 
Eugene had always taken a great deal of pride in these appointments. 
It•s the sort of thing people long for but never dream of owning for 
themselves, he had thought. This concept had given him a secret, added 
pleasure. It was while Paul showered that he said to her. 
"We could have gone out to eat, you know. Does one word 
spoil everything?" 
you?" 
"It isn't that." 
He listened to the thunder of the water against the tin walls. 
"What•s the matter, Sylvia? Does everything I say irritate 
He saw the sincere distress in her face. "You're always so--
serious lately. So---glum. It•s bad enough I have to tolerate it from 
Papa. You're beginning to remind me of him. Besides, it makes me feel 
perpetually guilty--as if you were disapproving of me and the things I 
do." 
He took her hands in amazement. She neither withdrew them nor 
admitted to his grasp. They simply remained in his. 
"You--guilty?" he said. ttBut don't you see? It is I---I---" 
"vlhat?n she asked, her voice bewildered. "Of what then?tt 
He started to speak then stopped. How could he tell her of 
the guilt he bore whose cause he could not trace? Would she, or anyone, 
understand? He could barely understand it himself. She went on. 
"l{as it the boy in that accident?" 
"Hhy do you say that?" 
"It's since then that---" 
There was a pain in his chest that was like a hard ball of 
tears, if such a thing could be possible. 
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"I don't know, Sylvia." 
Her gesture was impatient. 
"I'll think about it," he said, knovdng how weak this sounded. 
11 I' 11 try to analyze it." 
She sighed. "It isn•t that important." 
"How about going out to dinner then?" 
She pushed back the dark-red hair. "It's really too hot to 
get dressed. And too much bother." 
In the end, they had the beach party. Some friends of Sonia 
and Jud's dropped over and they all put on fresh bathing-suits and went 
back on the beach Eugene and Sylvia shared with the Lesters. They built 
a fire and Sonia's husband Jud toasted frankfurters they had had in their 
food freezer, while Eugene drove to the nearest store for rolls and 
cokes. Afterwards, in the dark with the fire gleaming and the soft 
orange ball of the moon a water-dipped reflection, they put marshmallmvs 
on sticks into the fire and sang songs. Eugene's hands fondled Sylvia's 
shoulders and she didn • t draw away. 
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It was only when everybody had left and she was back in their 
room in her white nightdress with the blue ribbons run through the eye-
lets at the neck and sleeves, that he stopped a moment before he approached 
her. Above the purity of the plain night dress, he saw her eyes begin 
to blaze in a way he thought she had long forgotten. He drew back. Her 
nightdress rustled as she came toward him. She put her arms around his 
neck, brought her lips to his now reluctant ear. She whispered. He 
jerked his head back and pulled away from her grasp. Then he slapped 
her across the face, lightly as if at the last moment he would have 
recalled the blow. 
"I never thought I'd try again with you, 11 she said. 
"Sylvia •••• " 
"You want me pure to whitewash your sins. You don't want a 
wife--you want a vindication. Get out. Please get out." 
He didn't answer. He went into Paul's room and lay down on 
the other bed. 
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In the night, Paul's breathing was deep. He must be tired, 
Eugene thought. Summer days are wearying. And he thought of how children 
live a summer day to the full then fall exhausted into bed to sleep a 
dreamless night. 
It was hours before he fell asleep. 
CHAPTER IX 
Simon Moffit hesitated a moment in front of the house, un-
certain whether he was looking at the front entrance or the side. A 
bed of tuberous begonias clustered brilliantly between stalks of em-
bryonic glads. Pink roses climbed a broad-beamed trellis and a new type 
of geranium tree blushed on either side of the entrance steps like a 
pair of French poodles sheared on the bottom and bushed out at the head. 
The third ring brought a response. 
It was Hr. Diamond who answered, pausing to peer--for too 
long an instant--through a glass inner door then descending three steps 
before he slowly opened the outer door a narrow slit. It's the side 
entrance, the visitor decided. You never could be sure ~~th these 
houses facing the ocean. 
The old man eyed him silently, his eyes narrowed questioningly, 
a single crease in his brovT showing an animosity surprising in the light 
of the cordiality Simon remembered when Hr. Diamond still lived in the 
old town. Two pouches on either cheek that had quivered jovially in 
those days hung heavy now as if laden with some mobile substance like 
flour. 
"Don't you remember me?" the visitor asked in the face of his 
apparent suspicion. "I'm Simon Hoffit. Eugene and I went to school to-
gether. I remember meeting you several times at the Meyerson's home." 
The memory of the friendship and the old days seemed to recall 
itself to the old man's mind. Doubt crossed his face. A trace of the 
cordiality returned and hovered above the expression on his face like an 
alternate mask ready to be donned at a moment's notice. 
"Well," he hesitated, speaking at last. ttEugene is not home 
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today. And my daughter--Sylvia--vlell, she is a little busy. n 
"Oh, I'll come back some other time," Simon preferred instantly. 
"No, it don't seem right---" 
"But I don't 1.-1ant to intrude. 11 
The old man's doubt was almost painful to watch. At last he 
came to a decision. 
"You'd better come in." 
Sunlight splashed the living-room. A roaring ocean threatened 
almost just beyond the windmved wall. The visitor stood still. 
"It's perfect. I never saw anything like this in my life.n 
The old man motioned him to a seat then took one close by not 
facing his. They sat silently for a while. 
"So you're from Sanford," the old man said finally. ''Unless--
you didn't move too? You still live there?" 
Simon laughed. "I'm afraid not. I live in the City. 'My work 
is still there though and I commute. But I'm on vacation right now. 
I've taken a room in a rooming-house on Shore Road. Not this far up, 
though. It's down where the summer people stay. That's why I thought 
I'd drop in to say hello." 
"That's nice," :tvir. Diamond said, nodding his head."That•s 
vecy nice." 
"You knmrl the Hebrew School? I'm the principal there." 
The old man looked at him in his silent way. "I remember you 
now," he said slowly. "I used to see you in the old Synagogue on Friday 
nights. You're the young man who prays." 
Simon felt himself blushing. 
"I came here to live with my daughter," the old man said. "I 
have never been back there. Sometimes, my friends come here to see me. 
I like very much when my old friends come." He paused. "Hy daughter 
and son-in-law. They're wonderful people. They're so generous. You'd 
never believe •••• " 
An uneasy embarrassment crept over Simon. "You don't have to 
tell me, you know." 
"You looked like you vranted to know," the old man said simply. 
He had made no move to call his daughter. Now Simon became 
aw-are of music--a piano being played. It was Beethoven's Hinuet in G, 
a simple arrangement. 
"Is that the child playing?" he asked. "I've heard about the 
son. Paul, I believe his name is." 
Once more Mr. Diamond appeared uneasy and doubtful. He didn't 
answer and Simon fell silent too. He had just about made up his mind to 
rise and leave the house, his supplication unspoken and ungranted, when 
the music stopped. A moment later Sylvia Manning entered the room. 
His first impression was that she was a small-framed woman, 
completely undistinguished or subdued. She had the stamp of quality but 
with no flair or style, like the sort of "good" English tweed suit one 
admires but never buys. She was not yet middle-aged but, somehow, not 
young either. Hhen she spoke, hovrever, it was as if she reached far 
down within herself for the precise words that would best explain what 
she had to say; so that, in a sense, you participated with her in her 
struggle for expression, hanging on the edge of an expectancy as to 
whether she would convey that which would bring her fulfillment; and, 
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once having participated, you discovered yourself involved. 
"You must forgive me," she said. "I heard you introduce your-
self at the door, but I was in the midst of my music lession and I felt 
you would understand." Her fingers clasped his with a strong pressure 
before she released them. "I've heard my husband speak of you. I'm 
happy you've come." 
He had stood up at her entrance. Reflected on her face was 
only eagerness and vivacity. 
"Oh, don't lvorry," she said laughing a little. "I'm not 
going to ask you to qualify my degree of talent. But you must appreciate 
my desire to learn to play now." She sat down, not inviting him to 
follow her lead but evidently assuming that he would. He did so. 
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"You see," she said, "I know about your---gluttony for knowledge. 
Is it so strange that I should want to learn about music?" 
"I do understand," Simon said. "I think it's charming." He 
felt himself almost engulfed by a wave of warmth that exuded from her and 
enveloped him. 
"Hy daughter can do v1hatever her mind tells her to," Hr. Diamond 
said with evident pride. 
Any former reservation that the old man may previously have 
shown had disappeared. He was entirely cordial now, an eager second of 
his daughter's hospitable welcome. Suddenly Simon thought he understood. 
It was the piano lesson. He couldn't bear a stranger hearing it. He 
hadn't wanted anyone to see his daughter as anything less than perfect, 
so he had tried to shield her. Simon was deeply touched. He had heard 
of such devotion but he had never witnessed it in such a state of purity. 
This is Love, he thought. In its true sense. And now the reason for 
which he had come seemed suitable in such a house and he was glad that 
he was there. 
Some footsteps shuffled from another room and moved down the 
hall. From the outer hall a door clicked shut. 
"It• s the piano teacher," 11r. Diamond said. Then, in an 
aside to Sylvia, "Maybe you should have gone with him to the door." 
A slight frown creased Sylvia Manning's brow then disappeared. 
She nodded toward the window-framed ocean. 
"You've seen our view?" she asked. 
He shrugged, knowing it was an eloquent gesture. 
"It•s like having a pet lion around the house," she said. 
"I see," Moffit said. 1tYou might have quite a bit of damage 
in a bad storra." 
She lit a cigarette with her head thrust fortvard in the vTa::f 
he had noticed when she walked about the room. Her mannerisms were not 
exactly feminine, yet neither were they unwomanly. She blew at the 
flame of the match instead of shaking it, and she raised her eyelids to 
look at him without lifting her head. Her eyes were unexpectedly light; 
reflections made them live. With difficulty, he took his eyes and mind 
avmy. 
"I've actually come with a petition," he said suddenly and 
baldly. 
"Granted!" she answered instantly. 
Again the wave of warmth swept over him. He thought of the 
things he had assumed about her from half-hints that the Meyersons had 
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dropped, Aaron and Polly. Of all things, he had never imagined gener-
osity to be one of her virtues. Now he thought, of course. She had 
the mouth for it, wide and curving. It placed him in the strange 
position of being reluctant to ask the favor. He had always hated ask-
ing favors of people he knew with dead certainty would grant them. It 
seemed in the same category with playing poker with a marked deck. "When 
he had believed he would find opposition to his request, he had antici-
pated almost eagerly vanquishing the opposition. Suddenly he thought 
that he would wait and speak with Eugene. 
She seemed to read his mind. "Eugene is away on one of his 
trips," she said. 
"It doesn't matter.'• He felt guilty and as if he had been 
caught in a forbidden action. "I can speak as well to you." 
He stood up and walked to the windo-vr. A breaking wave pounded 
on the sand then withdrew stiffly. When he turned again he saw her wait-
ing politely. The old man had risen and left the room. Had he left 
while Simon's back was turned, silently stealing from the room? Or had 
he gone during Simon's conversation with his daughter? Had Simon been 
so engrossed with this woman he had not noticed the departure? He could 
not answer. 
well." 
"Do you know Eugene's cousin, Lewis 11eyerson?" he asked. 
He caught the swift alertness that came and went on her face. 
"I used to know him," she said. "I think I remember him quite 
"He's had such difficulties. It's been one job after another. 
Eugene could do something for him---if he would." 
She had a reminiscent look as if she hadn't heard; or, at 
least, -vras not paying attention. 
"I used to think he was the most beautiful man I ever saw. Is 
he still beautiful?" 
"Yes, slightly," Simon nodded, smiling. 'ti've heard it 
commented upon." 
"He never noticed me," she said lightly. "He didn't knmv I was 
alive." 
This time he smiled broadly. "I find that unreasonable to 
believe." 
"Do you?" She narrowed her eyes and threw back the reddish-
brown hair. "When I came into the room I said I had heard you when you 
introduced yourself. Actually, I was playing in a room at the back of 
the house and couldn't have heard. But I remembered you from when >ve 
1-1ere all very young. Tell me, did you remember me?" 
He looked at her incredulously. "I must have •••• " 
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"Don't bother about it," she said. "It's just that I've changed." 
He noticed she did not seem displeased. He began to speak 
again. 
11As I told your father, I've taken a room further down on Shore 
Road. I've heard your name mentioned by different people. You're very 
well known here and, I gather, influential. You must have many contacts. 
If Eugene can't see his way clear, perhaps you----" 
She rose and walked about the room gently touching objects, a 
cigarette box, a vase. Two petals from a bowl of Sweet William detached 
themselves and formed a limp fresco on the rug. Stooping, she picked 
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them up and fingered the velvety texture between her thumb and forefinger. 
"It's strange that you should come to see me novr," she said 
softly. 
He looked at her questioningly. 
"You must knmv about the trouble Eugene has had with his 
family--the quarrel. I've tried to keep out of it as much as possible, 
but I've always felt they placed a great deal of the blame on me. A 
wife's influence, and all that. You know that sort of thing. Hhile it 
is true that I have wanted the nicer things and perhaps have helped 
Eugene cultivate a taste for them too; Eugene, in truth, is a very strong-
vnlled person. I can sway him only up to a point. In spite of my know-
ing this, I can't seem to exonerate myself from the feeling of blame I 
have acquired. Some of it may have been my fault." 
She came to him and stood by his chair and looked into his face. 
"You're giving me a chance to redeem myself," she said. "If 
I help Lewis, perhaps they'll all think more kindly of me." 
He felt uncomfortable and, for the first time, a doubt of her 
filtered into his mind. Yet, at the same moment, he was more drawn to 
her than ever; and he considered vrhether her unprepossessing candor might 
not be attributed to the intense desire to communicate he had noted on 
his first impression of her. 
"If e must help him," Sy 1 via said. 
Hr. Diamond returned on >vhispering feet before Simon left and 
he said goodbye to both of them. 
He thanked Sylvia. She smiled. 
"I'm grateful to you for telling me Hhere I can direct my help." 
When Simon came away he had many things to think about. But 
he was convinced that what he perceived in the old 1nan1 s eyes was 
ultimately an absolute innocence. 
It was a few days before Simon sa1..r Lewis Neyerson. He had 
worked in his rented room all morning then had descended the rickety 
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steps that led directly onto the beach (the primary reason he had decided 
to spend the summer) and walked along the sand the receding tide had 
left to dry. Sun-shot wavelets glittered under the bright blue sky. He 
turned and Lewis Meyerson appeared, tall and lean, as if stepping out of 
the blazing ball of the sun directly at his back. In the full glare of 
the day, his extreme beauty was evident, the classically perfect features, 
the straight nose with the rather thin nostrils, the full, red, curved 
lips. As he approached, Hoffit noticed that the rays of the sun high-
lighting his skin indicated an acne condition that had been cured but Has 
still evident under the tissues like a transparent veil thrown over a 
blemished vase. It was almost a relief--the mitigation of that aggregate 
of facial qualities which should have given spiritual pleasure to the be-
holder; but, instead, engendered a vague distrust about the validity of 
moral character in the possessor of too much of nature's grace. Then 
his shadow was a slight shield before the sun and, in the less luminous 
light, his skin was clear again and of a good tone. 
"Your landlady said I'd find you," he offered. 
"You have good news," Simon said eagerly. 
"No ••• no." 
"You seem quite happy. I thought •••• " 
"I'm just delighted with catching you around. And the morning 
and the water and the sun." 
As usual, Simon could not tell whether Lewis was being ironic 
or, even, a little bitter. It was hardly the picture he had presented 
at their last meeting. But it was his despondency then that had been 
incongruous, Moffit remembered, and this present eager vitality that 
was more consistent vr.i.. th the Lewis Heyerson he had always known. 
"You know," Lewis said, "that Barcia's gone to work in Aaron's 
dress shop." 
Simon gave no co~~ent. 
"I always thought," Lewis went on, "that for Barcia to go to 
work would be one thing I couldn't live through. But I've discovered 
you adjust--even to that." 
"It's only temporary," Simon offered. 
"Perhaps. The last job I had lasted a week. 'What guarantee 
do I have that the next will be of longer duration?" 
"It might be---your general attitude." 
Lewis smiled wryly. "So I've been told." 
Simon shook his head then smiled. "At any rate, I have good 
news for you." 
He described his visit to the Hanning house and Sylvia 
Hanning's offer to help. 
"That • s ver-J kind of her," Lewis said in his dry, unfathomable 
way. 
"Lewis, Lewis," Simon cried suddenly. "What is it? lfuat• s 
the matter with you? \rle're all your friends. \fe're all trying to help. 
"Why do you reject everything and everyone?" 
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On the public beach the noises -vmre acute and piercing. The 
cries of children shrilled through the dust of hurled fistfuls of sand. 
Bathers dipped into the ocean, some timidly, others with strident whoops 
and great splashes as they ran. Lewis gazed at the scene, interested, 
apart, the spectator always instead of the participant. Slowly, he be-
came aware, as it -vmre, of Simon• s outbreak. He stooped and picked up 
a handful of sand then let it sift through his fingers in a grating 
spray. 
"Do you know what monumentality means? 11 he asked suddenly. 
"I think so," doubtfully. 
"It has to do with size--with perspective as to size. Some-
thing large may seem small and vice versa. It's a term used, I think, 
in judging works of sculpture. You could take a small and comparatively 
unimportant thing and blow it up to life size by giving it monumentality. 
A good example is the small rubber object certain airships carry that 
can be inflated into a large rubber boat. This is something of what I 
feel about myself. I feel that I--and my problems--are as unimportant 
as--as an atom of dust. All of you taking such an interest in me makes 
me feel as if you're blowing the whole matter to a size far beyond the 
importance of its proportions." 
"What is so unimportant?" Simon asked bewildered. 11It's your 
life." 
Lewis looked at him. "That•s what I mean." 
Simon could thiru( of no answer at first. Then he became 
excited. 
"But what does it matter how you feel nov1? This is a mood and 
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these things pass. The main thing is that life goes on. Now, then. 
:Hrs. Hanning spoke of an insurance executive job. She knows an important 
man in that field." 
"Actually," Lewis said, "I don't believe in insurance." 
All at once Simon conceived a feeling of distaste which he 
immediately tried to repress. 
"For all the obvious reasons?" he asked, forcing a smile. 
"Insurance is for the rich who don't need the protection anyway? 
Etcetera, etcetera?" 
"'\Jell, if you 1 re going to laugh ••• tt 
Simon stopped smiling. "It isn't funny. It's a damn good 
opportunity. You'll only be giving your time •••• " 
"That's it," Lewis said, his eyes rested now on 11offit•s 
sanded foot. "Nobody can pay me for my time. There isn't enough money 
to pay for my time. If it were my time I was hiring out •••• " 
"vfell, you do want to work?" 
When Lewis raised his eyes they were very bland. "Hhy, no. 
I never said I 1-ranted to work. I really don 1 t want to at all. 11 
Noffit groaned. "Then let it be for Barcia. For God's sake, 
will you keep quiet about your views and apply for the job if it's 
available?" 
"It isn't a question of scruples," Lewis said gloomily. "But 
if they ask me I'll tell them. I know myself. And then I'll owe some-
thing to Jl'lrs. Hanning. I must be fair with her." 
At that moment Simon was tempted to wash his hands of the whole 
affair. He blinked his eyes and wondered if he had the whole thing 
reversed, whether it were not Lewis capable of doing him the favor, and 
he the supplicant begging for a dole for himself. vfuy should I bother, 
he thought. But even as he asked it of himself, he knew that he was 
already involved to a point that exceeded Levns and Levfis' need. 
"Does she live close by?" Le1iTis asked. 
"\Vho? Oh, yes. You can see it from here almost, if you 
squint, at the end of the curve. It's the more fashionable section for 
permanent residents, not the summer people." 
"I'd like to thank her anyway. Could we call upon her?" 
Simon hesitated carefully before he ansHered. "Certainly. 
It vron' t take me long to dress. 11 
This time it was Sylvia who answered the door. She wore blue 
today, an electric shade. 
"Come in," she said, throwing open the door wide. Then, 
1tvfuy, it's Cousin Lewis." 
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And then there occurred, before Simon's eyes, a transformation 
of the Sylvia Hanning he had seen before into a woman he had vaguely per-
ceived and tremulously approached only to >·fithdraw hastily. Her lips 
curved into a softer line, her body straightened, her breasts thrust 
outward, her cheeks pinkened and then glowed as from a stronger circu-
latory pace. 1rfuere previously he had noticed she had even lighted her 
cigarette vrrth a lack of femininity, now her movements softened into re-
strained gestures of grace. It was as if she had been alchemized back-
vrard in time from a woman of poise and assurance to a handmaiden who had 
been born and bred for the sole function of pleasing. 
"I know you,n Lewis said. "You're Sylvia Diamond." 
The color in her cheeks deepened. "That does surprise me. I 
thought you never knew me." 
They spoke of the old days in the old town when they were all 
very young. And they spoke of the Meyerson family, carefully skirting 
the fact of the estrangement, and hovr odd it Has that they had never met 
within the circle of the family after Sylvia had married Eugene. 
"But I was away at college then," Le-vris said. "Later, I lived 
in the City. I alvrays seemed to have a lot to do. n 
They had not excluded Simon from the conversation, yet he felt 
apart and alone. There was a bright radiance about their looks and 
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their talk that he could not bear to examine closely. He found himself 
glancing more and more through the broad windows. The sand glinted 
silver beyond the glass and the horizon was the distant, low-tided water 
line. When Hoffit•s glance turned back into the room, he saw them look-
ing at each other and it Nas the kind of look that -vras like the blue of 
Sylvia's dress, electric and yet mysterious and extending from one to the 
other as if with invisible tenuous wires. Suddenly :Hoffit was sad with 
a bitter yearning. 
Yet none of this came to the surface and the talk was of 
mutual acquaintances at first then resolved practically around a position 
for Lewis. 
11I knou, I'll have a dinner party," she said. "You'll come, 
Hr. Moffit. Le-vris must bring his -vrife. Eugene -vrill be technical advisor 
as to the other guests." 
"It's terribly good of you," Le1ds said. He seemed to have 
forgotten entirely his former apathy. "This is really w-onderful. I 
can't vrai t to tell my \·Tife. 11 
"I can't give you a definite date," Sylvia said. "It vrill 
take some planning." 
"I'll call you about it," Lewis said. "If I may." 
Hoffit turned a1-my from her answering look. But as if she 
had known of his feelings, she turned to Hoffit novr and smiled at him, 
a bright smile that spoke of a confidence shared. It was as if she 
were saying, You and I both know ~ isn't only .£2.!: him. It• s for ~ 
too. 
v~en they were outside, he noticed the old man sitting on a 
chair in the sun. He went to him and greeted him. 
"I missed you. It's too bad you didn't know He were here." 
"I sav1 you when you came," Hr. Dia..11ond said. 
Simon w-as assured enough of him n01" to be puzzled. He re-
called that VJhen he had asked for her father, Sylvia's head had moved 
in a vague, seeking fashion. "I think your daughter Hanted you too." 
The old man looked at him once more 1dth the young innocent 
eyes set in the waxen, <ITinkled cheeks. 
"If she wanted me," he said si~1ply, "she'd call me." 
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CHAPTER X 
Recently, the dream of the lion roaring from his frame on his 
mother's living-room wall had returned to Eugene. Above the wide, 
yawning jaw·s 1-rere the yellow eyes shining out of the darkness. He 
Hould awaken with a choking feeling and a terror---of what he could not 
name. Then the dream would recall itself to him, but the terror did 
not subside. Of what am I afraid, he -vwuld ask himself. 
He did not know. 
However, if he could have chosen, upon examination, to analyze 
the terror and trace its sources backward, he would have lifted his arm 
instead as a shield before his eyes. He feared not only the nameless 
fear that pursued him but the knowledge of the name of that fear. 
At other times he grew angry and he felt strong again and in-
vincible as he had always been. A series of images projected themselves 
upon the screen of his mind, photographs of various successes in his 
life perceived in continuous motion, retention of each image persisting 
as an after-image. The gaining of the business for himself he saw 
t-vmnty times. lffuatever must be done I can do, he whispered to himself. 
And he felt if only he knew in which direction to aim he must surely 
force his mark. But that was the question. In which direction? 
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Again, his fears melted as shadows in the fresh, bright light 
of a morning sun. His apprehensions became ridiculous, his dreads a 
concern for laughter. Chatting with Sylvia and Sonia Lester in the wide-
windowed living-room, he categorized his terror as a night-ridden phantom. 
Force, he thought. Force the phantom into the daylight. 
If necessary, he would force his redemption. 
And the sun glinted on Sonia Lester's lemon hair and was a 
sensory pleasure far more tangible than his dreads, he told himself. 
On the day he arrived home from his trip, he found them together side 
by side on the divan like a pair of lovely conspirators making delicate 
decisions about inconsequential matters. 
"liell, and what a surprise this is," Sonia Lester said. 
She had a slow, deliberate way of speaking as if she were 
punching out each word. 
"Not really," Sylvia said, rising for his kiss. "Didn't I 
tell you he called?" 
He lifted his bag and turned toward the stairs. 
"Don't do that," Sylvia said. "Leave it for Paul. Are you 
hungry? Can I make you a bite?tt 
He looked at her. "I've eaten." 
"Well, sit down then. How was your trip"? "Has business 
good?" 
He hesitated. "I'm afraid I wasn't as conscientous as I might 
have been. 11 
Sonia laughed. "Did you play hookey, Eugene? Tell us about 
it. 1-fere you--naughty?" 
She punched out the last word compulsively as if she were 
plucking a last lingering flov-rer in a tiny garden and offering it in 
spite of secret trepidations of restraint. But he was used to this in 
her. She could emit an absolutely commonplace remark about a person as 
if it were heavily loaded with intrigue. It was a trick of emphasis, he 
decided. 
"Hhat have you been discussing?tt he asked. tti mean, as I 
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came in." 
"Very well, change the subject," Sonia pouted. She sighed. 
"\ie've been to a meeting. It•s those horrid, commercial clam-diggers. 
At lovT-tide, they dig along this whole stretch of private beaches and 
the place smells abominably." 
"Don't we own the rights down to the water?" Eugene asked. 
"It seems not," Sylvia said. ''!tie can stop cars from parking 
on the street leading to the beach. But our rights extend only to the 
high-tide water mark. Boats can come in from the ocean and dig as much 
as they please." 
"If nothing can be done," Eugene said, "forget about it. 
\fuy get aggravated?" 
Sylvia's face flushed. "It's easy for you. You're away most 
of the time. You don't have to sit here and smell the horrid stuff." 
He didn't remind her why he was av.ray so often. \fuat 1-1as the 
use? He could not draw her attention to her own inconsistency, for he 
thought that, if he offered as defense that his reasons for being away 
were, after all, in her behalf, he would only touch upon that streak of 
contrariness his every word seemed to generate; and, if left to her-
self, Sylvia might react to his silence in a manner more favorable to 
him. He had, in a sense, little to lose and all to win. 
From the window, he saw the boats, five he counted, with 
dirty white sails. 
"You see?" Sylvia said, her eyebrows arched. 
He didn't answer. He was panfully aware that Hhat she sought 
from him was a corroboration of the moment; but that the corroboration 
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voiced would arouse little more than indifference. How he had suddenly 
come to understand this he did not know; but he was aware also that his 
nm·rly-discovered perception was beyond the reach of her capacity. 
Emotionally, she might feel it; intellectually, she would never articu-
late it, even to herself. He could imagine her horror if he should 
thrust his knowledge upon her, he almost heard her indignant repudiation, 
her eyes widened, her nostrils flared. And because he loved her, his 
only desire was to shield her from this perception, to comfort her 1ilth 
an outli-J"ard semblance of the domestic normality she accepted. 
"How glad I am to be home," he said stretching his feet before 
him. 
She did not answer and, when he looked at her, he saw she had 
had another sharp retort ready but had bitten her lip and repressed it. 
The outer door opened and he heard the old man's footsteps in the hall, 
slow steps but measured and firm. "Papa," he called, but his father-in-
law evidently had not heard. He walked directly into his room at the 
far end of the house. 
"Let him go," Sylvia said. "He likes to read." 
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Eugene shrugged but had a vague regret. He remembered Sylvia 
once telling him that she felt sometimes as if her father were a justifi-
cation for her and, in a vray, he felt this too. vfuen he looked at the 
dirty-sailed boats again, he saw they had gained in their approach and 
rowboats were pulling away from them and heading for shore. And it was 
as if he identified himself with Sylvia and felt all the annoyance she 
must be feeling at the approach of the rowboats and he became so involved 
within himself with her annoyance and his own dread of her annoyance that 
he scarcely heard what she was saying and roused himself abruptly at 
the sharpness of her tone. 
"Lewis Heyerson," she said as if she were repeating the name 
for the second or, possibly, the third time. "Your cousin, Lewis 
Neyerson, has been here." 
He turned from the windmv-. ttLewis? \Vhat in the world 1vas he 
doing here?tt 
"Your friend brought him." 
He smiled. "That must be Simon." 
"I'm waiting for them now," she said. 
He felt his eyebrows rise. "Again?n 
"It's your cousin," she said. "He may be able to help him." 
"Ny cousin is always needing help." 
"That's very unkind, Eugene." 
He could not understand his mm anger. He had been aware of 
Lewis' need for help for some time; had even, at certain moments, con-
sidered offering him a position. Yet to see Lewis as Sylvia's concern 
1-ms in a certain way intolerable. 
11Are you asking me to help him?" 
She looked at him with an expression he could only interpret 
as scorn. 
"Not at all. There~ other jobs, you know." 
11Hhat do you Hant, Sylvia?" he asked, helpless. ''\Vhat do you 
really Hant?" 
She looked at him again, and this time he could not underst&~d 
her expression. At that moment the doorbell sounded with its thin, 
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delicate chimes. Sonia Lester stretched, unfolded herself lazily, then 
rose to open the door. She's like a great, yellow cat, Eugene thought. 
Sometimes I forget she's here. 
1
.-Jhen he was away he had always a delightful prospect of being 
once again at home; the scene the prospect generated was of himself and 
Sylvia alone, sometimes Paul would be there and sometimes his father-in-
law. Away, he did not conceive his home filled with strangers and the 
babble, loud or gentle it did not matter, of their chatter. But here 
-vras Sonia, whom he did not resent, and new voices from the open door 
which would materialize into other people who, if he were willing to 
guess, would probably be Simon Hoffit and his cousin Le-vris. 
"~fuatever took you so long?" Sylvia said rising. "1-Te•ve been 
waiting.'t 
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Eugene found himself shaking hands with the tv.ro men and ex-
pressing his delight. The small-talk hummed and the years rolled away 
and again Lewis was the one with the poise and the assurance and the two 
women pointed their attention at him like two well-trained bird-dogs who 
stand over the prey with muscles quivering but in full control of their 
desire to touch. This is ridiculous, Eugene thought. What a comparison! 
Hentally he shook himself. 
"I understand things have been rough," he said to Lmds. 
"Eugene!" Sylvia said warningly. 
Lewis shook his head at her. "A spade is, after all, still a 
spade. And -vre are realists prepared to face realities with our feet on 
the ground. Eugene's way is best, Sylvia.tt 
ni want to talk to you about that insurance position," Sylvia 
said. "I've spoken with Nr. Towle. He is interested.tt 
Lewis seemed to hesitate. 
"Lewis is too," Simon said quietly. 
"Come to dinner," Sylvia said. "I'll ask Mr. Towle. You'll 
bring your wife, Lewis, and Simon will come too, and of course the 
Lesters. The sooner the better. Let's make it tomorrow night.n 
"That• s very good of you," Lewis said. 
"The Lesters are busy," Sonia said. ttBut don't bother about 
that. We're very unimportant in this picture. And it all sounds too 
intriguing." 
Shortly after, the two men left, Sonia with them. Eugene 
turned to Sylvia. 
"~fu.at• s it all about?tt he asked bluntly. "~ are you going 
to all this trouble? ~ do you want to help him?" 
She moved on the divan to face him. Her hand rested on the 
teakwood table before her, white fingers against the polished, dark 
surface. 
"Beautiful arms, tt he said. 
She smiled. "Eugene." 
He touched her wrist, but she gently drew away her arm, not 
vnth the apparent design of doing so, as it were, but in a detached, 
vague fashion as if she were hardly aware of what she did. 
"Did you think I didn't mind about the quarrel with your family?" 
she asked. 
"I never •••• " 
"I know they blame me to a great extent. Perhaps they would 
feel less unkindly if I helped Lewis." 
He stared at her. Had he misjudged her? Had he thought she 
bore no trace of guilt, that she cast off guilt and self-blame as a 
soldier discards unnecessary, heavy objects from his knapsack before he 
sets out on a long trek? Did she suffer too? Even as he •••• ? He grew 
warm inside and filled with love and pity for her; yet in the same moment 
he realized the emotions he felt did not penetrate into the core of his 
being but slid off partially as paint applied to a varnished surface 
will not stick. He realized though that his incomplete acceptance of 
her sincerity was due in part to a basic envy and lack of self-confidence 
where Lewis was concerned. 
"It's all right," he said. 
She looked into his face. "Do you understand, Eugene? You 
must understand." 
"I do." 
She continued to examine his face, as if unwilling to bring to 
an end a subject until she was convinced that every nuance of meaning 
she wished to convey had been communicated. 
"You must understand," she said again. 
He reached over and pressed her hand and this time she did 
not withdraw it. 
"I'm glad you're having them to dinner," he said suddenly. 
"It's about time." 
~~. Towle, the insurance executive, did not attend the dinner 
party the next evening. He would be away, Sylvia told Eugene, for the 
next week. He was, however, still interested in Lewis and would arrange 
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for an interview on his return. 
Barcia came with Lewis. She seemed little and young in her 
straight black dress with her lipstick a little smudged in one corner. 
"Fix your lipstick, Barcia," Eugene heard Lewis say to her 
as they entered. 
Sylvia was charming that evening. She wore white and she had 
sprayed an oil on her hair that made it shine like mahogany with reddish 
highlights. 
"Do have some more roast beef," she said to Barcia. ''Goodness, 
you eat like a bird." 
"Always," Lewis said smiling. 
"I really couldn't," Barcia said hesitantly. She looked at 
her husband. "Lewis used to say he liked to watch me eat. It did 
something to my appetite. You know, you get self-conscious." 
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She said the last words with a rush then leaned back and closed 
her eyes suddenly as if she had gone beyond an agreed point and could 
not bear to watch the result. She opened her eyes quickly, however, 
when Lewis ans>vered and even leaned forward again to watch him as if 
she could hear better that way. 
"I remember," Lewis said. "The very idea of Barcia eating 
used to intrigue me." 
Simon Hoffit began to laugh. "What a fine subject for a dinner 
table. Eating." 
They all laughed and Barcia's cheeks reddened. "All this fuss 
over my food," she said lowering her head. 
She had a shy, deprecating way of speaking, as if she were 
offering something she felt to be of little value anyhow and should be 
withdrawn almost at the moment of utterance. 
"How young you look, Barcia," Eugene said. "You haven't 
changed at all." 
She thought deeply. "Is that always a virtue?" she asked at 
last in her hesitant way. 
"I hadn't thought of that," Eugene said. "Perhaps you're 
right." 
Although he tried, he could not sustain a conversation Hith 
her. She e~1austed the extent of his most far-resulting questions with 
one brief answer ending with the voice dropped that precluded the con-
tinuance of the subject. She was not there to entertain or to be amused. 
Did she feel her own possible enjoyment might be a selfish one in the 
face of her husband's more serious prospect? 
"It's too bad about Hr. Towle," Sylvia said brightly. "But 
it doesn't really matter. He wants to meet Lewis at another time." 
"Are you interested in insurance, Lewis?" Eugene asked. 
Suddenly Lewis lifted his head with a curiously strange air 
of diffidence. He looked at Simon first, hesitated, then spoke very 
slowly. "I'm afraid I don't believe in insurance at all." 
All at once Eugene felt a surge of delight. "This will turn 
out to be the well-known paradox," he said grinning. "The man who sells 
insurance doesn't believe in insurance." 
Barcia's eyes looked as if they were about to fill and Sylvia's 
lips straightened. 
"Really, Eugene." 
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"I'm sorry," Eugene said. ''Please go on. 11 
"I'm afraid there • s nothing to say," Lewis said. "I guess 
this was all a mistake." 
For the first time Simon spoke. "Why don't you tell us your 
views, Lewis?~' 
Lewis gave a dry laugh. "I'm not leftwing or pink or even 
terribly radical. I just think that insurance is part of a whole pattern 
of security that people are trying to grab for themselves and security 
happens to be something you can•t grab. Either you have it or you don't 
and if you do have it, it isn't something you can touch or examine." 
He looked around the room, at the faces of the people at the 
table and Eugene followed his gaze: at Sylvia, glittering in her white 
dress; at Barcia, little and subdued; at Simon whose eyes had never left 
Sylvia throughout the meal except for the one brief question he had 
directed at Lewis; and finally, and here Eugene looked quickly away, at 
Eugene, throwing at him one swift meditative glance before his eyes 
traveled again to Sylvia. 
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It was a strange thing about the way these two men looked at 
Sylvia and the reaction upon Eugene of their glances. Simon looked at 
her in an unsure manner, secretively, looking away whenever he imagined 
somebody to be watching, yet never tearing his eyes very far away and 
bringing them back swiftly in an instant. Simon's eyes upon Sylvia did 
not displease Eugene. It amused him in one way as if he had uncovered a 
facet of Simon's libido when nobody else would have guessed that any part 
of one existed in a physiognomy that bore as its stems two such skinny 
legs. It was pride of possession without fear of loss or theft. vfith 
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Lewis it was different. Lewis' gaze upon Sylvia was open and concentrated, 
not as man to woman but as person to person, studying, analyzing. Yet 
whenever Sylvia gazed back, it seemed to Eugene, the walls of the room 
receded for both, they appeared held in an undetermined state, and they 
gave the appearance of being maintained from falling or sinking by the 
invisible support only of eyes to eyes, fixed in wonder, each to each. 
Then the fusion of their eyes would dissolve, their attention 
would turn elsewhere in the room, upon the other guests perhaps, or 
upon certain objects on the table, and Eugene -vmuld be left uondering 
whether the entire incident had been in his own imagination like an 
optical puzzle which changes its shape if you stare at it long enough. 
There was the old sore of jealousy to be considered also. He 
was ready enough to admit to himself he had kept Sylvia from meeting 
Lewis in the old days on purpose. Was this not a carry-over from then? 
And was this not the true reason he kept rejecting Lewis from the possibil-
ity of working for him? In all the room it was only Simon before whose 
judgment he felt stripped. Simon alone, even vdth his eyes upon Sylvia, 
still possessed a power, an uncanny trick of making you feel you had bared 
the nooks and corners of your soul to an all-seeing, though sympathetic, 
visual perception. Again, it was Simon whom he feared. And the judg-
ment of Simon joined and became inter-twined with the nameless other 
fears which had plagued and harangued him for the past weeks. vlhat 
should he do for Lewis? Was it his responsibility? Vlould not the under-
taking of the first step fennent into motion a further responsibility 
that would be all but impossible to forsake? He turned to Simon as if 
for help but he found only Simon gazing upon Sylvia like a child 1n th wide 
eyes whose frosted cake is separated from him by a plate-glass window. 
In the midst of all of these impressions, he was aware of the 
murmuring of the voices surrounding him, of conversation directed at 
him, and even of his answering. But it was like a scene played offstage, 
an unimportant rehearsal acted rather sloppily much, much before it was 
time to tense the loins for opening night. He became aware of Barcia 
speaking to him. 
"You're so good at business, Eugene,n she said. 
He looked back at her mutely, not understanding. Then he 
remembered the conversation had begun about insurance in the midst of 
Hhich he had retired, so to speak, withdrawing his interest and atten-
tion and leaving a physical ghost to sit in his place and make necessary 
gestures for the sake of politeness. 
"Lewis doesn't need my advice," he said. ttHe's just had some 
bad luck." 
She looked distressed as if she had said the wrong thing and 
HaS afraid of being overheard. He lowered his voice, admitting himself 
into her conspiracy. 
"I' 11 be glad to have a talk with him." 
"It's very good of you." 
He kneH she had turned to him out of some need and he had 
failed to understand it or answer it. And he was angry m th her for 
making him feel her need. 
"Everybody thinks a little success brings >risdom," he said. 
Her fingers trembled on the tablecloth. "You mustn't bother 
mth us. We don't want to be a nuisance to anybody." 
Again it was the thought that Simon had overheard that caused 
his discomfort. 
There was something about his fear of Simon's judgment that 
kept disturbing him, an embryonic thought that refused to germinate. 
He felt on the verge of some discovery, of what he could not say, if 
only he had the time to think. It seemed to him that, just beyond his 
reach, there was an answer to something and he was filled with antici-
pation and a certain excitement. The answer eluded him, but he told 
himself that later, after everybody had left, he would think it through. 
With the coffee, the conversation dvundled and, shortly after, 
the guests left. 
"Goodnight," he said to Lewis. "Next time, we must have a 
taDc." 
"Next time," Lewis repeated smiling, all the old charm flash-
ing briefly across his face. 
Eugene stared at him, envy mounting again. Then he saw des-
pondency replace the charm and he was filled with contrition. What do 
I want of him, he asked himself. The poor devil. 
When they were alone, he went to Sylviaas she stood with her 
back to him, and he put his hand on her shoulders. She stood very 
quietly, but he sensed the resistance to his touch. A chill ran through 
him. 
"Did you enjoy it?" he asked hesitantly. "\Vas it pleasant?" 
She twisted around from under his hands and turned to face 
him, and he ·went cold when he saw her eyes. 
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"You were abominable," she said. 
"Sylvia •••• " 
''IVhat makes you so great?" she asked. Her bosom heaved. 
"tVhat makes you despise everybody?" 
"That isn•t •••• " 
"It's true," she said. Her voice rose. "It's true. It•s 
true. It•s true." 
He didn't answer. There was a seething inside him. It is 
the truth, he thought. He didn't want to escape from what she was say-
ing. He wanted to examine it further. Somehow it seemed tied up with 
the thought that had eluded him earlier in the evening. Alone, he 
thought. I have to think this through alone. He started toward the door 
that led out to the terrace. 
''Where are you going?" she asked. "At this hour." 
He scarcely heard her. Outside, the night had turned cool and 
he shivered a little still hardly noticing. It was low tide and the 
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smell that came from the sea was a rank, fetid smell. Those clam diggers, 
he thought. The women were right. Something should be done to stop 
them. Then he paused. I despise them, he said to himself. I despise 
them. 
Suddenly his vision became lucid and clear. This has been my 
sin, he thought. I have not loved. All my guilt that I could not trace 
has been due to a love I have not felt. 
And he knew why he had borne the guilt of the boy on the 
hospital bed. The responsibility had been ~ because he had not loved. 
It was love that had been missing in his life. His love had been narrowed 
to Sylvia and his son. But if he loved in a wider sense, would not his 
love for them be greater? And this too must be at the base of his 
trouble with Sylvia. If you limit love, he told himself, you lose it. 
Love was his redemption. 
He swelled to the size of a giant with his feelings. He was 
filled with hungry, restless love. He felt as if he could not wait to 
put it into execution. Here was the answer to all his problems--he was 
freed of all his worries. He wanted to shout and in the next moment his 
throat choked. 
He remembered Lewis then. His caution about Lewis had come 
from a lack of love. He would take Lewis into the business, he told 
himself. He would give him a job and teach him everything he had to 
know. Lewis might not be ready for his love, but he would force it on 
him. He would make him accept it. 
Here was salvation. 
He would have this love and the resulting happiness if he had 
to force it. 
He turned back to the house. 
"Sylvia," he called. "Sylvia." 
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CHAPTER XI 
• 
Sylvia phoned Simon Hoffit several times in the next few days 
mentioning different positions as possibilities for Lewis. She seemed 
absorbed in the problem yet confident she could overcome it. She 
approved of nothing that she mentioned, none of them were good enough 
for her or for Lewis. The subject of insurance she avoided, whether 
intentionally or because it was an already acknowledged possibility, 
Simon did not know. 
~ile he could not help regretting Lewis' apparent disability 
to dissimulate, he was forced to admit that this very trait might well 
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be one of the strongest factors in compelling him to help Lewis. He 
seemed, to a point, incapable of looking after himself in the most prac-
tical sense. There was a mystical quality about him which Simon could 
recognize and with which he could even feel akin. A stronger wife might 
have helped. Poor, delicate, faery-qualitied Barcia. He could not en-
vision her working. A saleswoman! He shuddered slightly. They must help 
Lewis. Between them, him and Sylvia. Like a gulp of brandy, the emotion 
swam through his veins, into his forearms and down to his toes. 
On the third day after the dinner, Sylvia came to his boarding 
house. 
It was a warm day and she was dressed in a pair of gray 
Bermuda shorts with a white silk shirt. Her legs were bare and on her 
feet she wore a pair of natural leather sandals held together by thin 
striplings. The sun, slanting from the doorway, highlighted the reddish 
hair. A single fly, invited by the open door, buzzed at her head. 
"We'd better close that door," he said, acting upon his words. 
11Hy landlady. " 
"Is she a termagant1't Sylvia asked smiling. 
"Not at all. She's a very pleasant woman. She just hates 
flies.tt 
"I was thinking in cliches." 
"That is a danger." he said solemnly. 
She waved absently at the fly. "I was wondering ••• Have 
you seen Lewis?" 
His pleasure dimmed slightly. He didn't answer for a moment. 
"It doesn't matter. The fact is •••• Well, I wanted to get in 
touch with him. I can't call him at the Meyerson's. I simply couldn't." 
"Do you uant me to be the go-between?n 
She winced. "You are brutal." 
He didn't answer. He waited. 
She advanced further into the little living-room and kicked 
one sandal against a cretonned wicker chair. His glance followed her 
foot. Her sandal ravished his eye. ~ beauty ~ his soul captive. 
How could he ever have thought her less than beautiful? 
"The main thing,tt she said, "is the problem of self-confidence. 
He needs a success." 
He took a deep breath and unbent a little. "Can you give him 
that?" 
"I can try to help," she said. "I knoVT that appearance is 
important." 
For the first time, he noticed that she carried a little white 
box in her left hand. She extended her hand and placed the box gently 
on a small Vlicker table. 
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"I thought this might do something for him. ~·fill you give it 
to him?" 
"Sylvia •••• " 
"I know everything you might say. You asked me to help. 
Remember? Maybe you didn't really mean it. 11 
He was stung to affirmation. 
With a crooked little finger, she sidled the white box toward 
the center of the table. 
"Well?" 
He picked up the box and slipped it into the pocket of his 
pants. "Shall I call you after I see him?" 
"I didn't think I had to remind you." 
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When she had gone, he thought of her for a long time. He was 
forced to admit there was something about her that was unusual, different. 
What was the quality that intrigued and yet eluded him? He could not say. 
Later that week, Lewis Meyerson came to visit him and Simon 
gave him Sylvia's gift. In the box was a small, golden tie-pin fashioned 
in the shape of a gavel. The significance of the gavel puzzled Simon; 
he found something faintly amusing about it. But when he looked at 
Lewis for an answering smile, he saw that Lewis was pleased. 
"I wonder what she means," Lewis said. 
"It is a badge of authority," Simon remarked thoughtfully. 
"Perhaps she sees me in that light." But the pleasure had 
left his face. 
"Do you find something mysterious about her?" Simon asked 
suddenly. 
"How?" 
"I don't quite know. It might be that you have to guess about 
some of her actions. Like the pin. Well, for a better example--where 
was her father and Paul the other evening? The night she gave her 
dinner?" 
"\fuy, they were out together. To a movie." 
Simon stared at him. "How do you know?" 
"She told me." 
When had he asked her, Simon thought. And when had she told 
him? He had not noticed a private conversation between Lewis and Sylvia. 
When had it happened? 
Simon had been for a swim just before Lewis had come and was 
standing still at the foot of the rickety steps, water from his bathing 
trunks slipping down his legs, his wet feet shoed to the ankle in cling-
ing mud. Lewis had appeared at the head of the steps in shirt and dark 
slacks. The little white box had not been out of his possession since 
Sylvia had given it to him and he had taken it out of the pocket of his 
shirt draped over the wooden rail of the rickety steps and handed it 
to Lewis. 
"Sit down," he said now and made a half-circle of wetness on 
the sun-hot steps. 
Lewis stood, not answering, his brow creased. 
"It's no use," he said finally. 
Again, Simon thought and felt his anger rise. 
"She shouldn't try to help me," Lewis said. 
His head drooped, a ruined flower, Simon thought savagely. 
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"You're a very lucky man," he said carefully. 
Lewis laughed. "I'm suspicious of that." 
"For God's sakel" 
"T:Jhy don' t you give me up 1" Lewis said. "Why don' t all of 
you give me up?" 
Suddenly Simon felt weary. "What is it you want exactly?" 
"I think I should go to her and thank her, both for the pin 
and for her interest. But it's no use. She's wasting her time." 
Moffit sighed. "Can you wait till I dress?" 
Lewis lifted his eyes and the blue of them was smoother than 
the sea. "It might be easier if I went alone. Do you mind?" 
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Hoffit could only shrug and watch Lewis walking into the sun. 
It was evening when Sylvia called Simon and he heard the 
happiness in her voice. What happened, he thought, knowing that he could 
never ask and knowing too that Sylvia would never tell. A story he would 
piece together again and again, arriving at the complete picture but 
jumbling the whole because of distaste and a little bitterness. 
"Good news," she said. "Eugene came up with the solution. 
~giving Lewis a job." 
"He's a lucky man," Simon said. 
"You're a good friend," she said, her voice curving and sweet. 
"And don't forget 1-ve want to see more of you." 
1rJhen Moffit hung up, he was ready to admit to himself that what 
he felt was fear and envy. From the beginning, in spite of an instinctive 
reservation, Simon had been attracted to her. He had wondered before 
about her relationship with Eugene--she seemed so a woman without any 
attachment. This was a picture that wouldn't focus at all. The other 
picture, however, of Lewis with Sylvia focused only too easily. Then 
he thought that was hardly being fair. All of it might lie in his 
imagination. Lewis was a man in need, grateful to a woman who was try-
ing to help him. And Sylvia--Sylvia was a kind, channing person. 
People lay themselves open to suspect, he thought, by an excessive 
willingness to offer aid. And he told himself that this was the truth 
which saddened him. Then some lines came into his mind and he whispered 
them aloud. Beautiful gazelle ~ tawny ~· ~ ~ lion ~--thy 
~ ~ tear. Why these lines, he thought. And he thought of Sarah 
as she must have appeared to the Egyptians. • ••• The Egyptians beheld 
the woman that ~ ~ very fair. No, not Sarah he thought. Jezebel. 
But why Jezebel? Sylvia was channing. And Sylvia was kind. Woman ~ 
~ thousand souls, he told himself. 
He wondered about Eugene. \ihat had happened to change his 
mind? He was convinced, at the dinner the other evening and before, that 
Eugene had had no intention of offering Lewis a job. Had Sylvia in-
fluenced him? \Vhile he was aware that Sylvia could sway Eugene to a 
great extent, he felt there was a point beyond which her powers could not 
extend. He was certain that this job had been Eugene's own decision. 
1ihat had led him there, he did not know. So all is settled, he thought. 
He heard no more. The days went by and he swam and he ate and 
he did not call Sylvia. He looked down at himself in his bathing trunks 
and he thought Skinny Legs, and when he swam he crooked his arms in a 
sort of dog paddle and splashed a great deal. 
I'll go away for a little while, he decided. 
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He told his landlady he would be gone about a week and he left 
most of his clothes. 
The Symphony orchestra had traveled upstate for the annual 
music festival and Hoffit went in that vicinity. He swam in lakes in-
stead of salt water and he lay in the sun and at night he listened to 
music. He met people and heard their talk and even parTicipated. After 
five days he returned. 
The telephone -vras ringing in the little summer rooming-house 
as he entered, suitcase in hand. Somehow he sensed it was for him even 
before the landlady told him. 
It was Sylvia. 
"I've been calling for days,•t she said, her voice worried. 
He explained. 
"Has Lewis been with you?" she asked quickly. 
"1fuy ••• no." 
"I'm so concerned," she said. "Eugene has tried to reach him, 
but he hasn't been able to. He hasn't called. Something must have 
happened.tt 
Hoffit thought. "You haven't seen him since the day he called 
to thank you for the pin?" 
"He uas here once--when I told him of Eugene's offer. 1:las he 
supposed to have thanl-ced me? Haybe I didn't give him a chance. I was 
so excited. Do you suppose he's angry? I haven't heard a word since. 
Not a word. 11 
It was obvious that she was frantic. Her voice couldn't hide 
it nor did she try. He had never doubted her sincerity in vJanting to 
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help Le-vris. Yet this--this was something more. It was as clear as if 
she were saying--Something's hapeened to ~ ~. Please ••• please ••• 
find ~ love for ~· 
"What shall I do?" she asked as a child might have asked it, 
bevrildered, seeking help. 
"What about the job--is Eugene keeping it open?" 
"It's ready for him. But he hasn't been there either. 
Eugene's waiting too." She paused. "Please," she said again, quietly 
but the desperation was there. 
"I' 11 go to see Barcia, 11 Simon said. In spite of himself, he 
added, "Don't worry." 
It 1-ras a cloudy summer day. The city was thick vri th a gray 
heat. He thought of the sea with longing and he wanted to go back and 
run into the sea to swim and swim as he had the day after Sylvia's call 
when her voice had vibrated with happiness. The vision had run ahead of 
him on that day; he had wanted to propel himself with great, galloping 
strokes, instead he had been able only to do a few strokes of a slow 
dog crawl before he tired. Frustrated and ashamed, he had lowered his 
legs to the firm ocean bottom and walked to shore. He sighed and went 
on with his mission. 
He had not wanted to seek Barcia at the home of the Meyersons. 
It was not only that he had not been there in some time where formerly 
he had been a constant visitor; there was the difficulty of facing Polly, 
so clever and quiet, and engaging in a semblance of the conversations 
they used to enjoy. The friends of old, the habits of years had re-
ceded into a nebulous lumpy mass, while a rocket-like flash in the sky 
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had exploded into the immediate dimension of his sight. Aaron's store, 
he thought. Lewis said Barcia works there. 
The store v-ras on one of the main streets of the City, but a 
little off-center like a person who bore the name of a family of con-
sequence but belonged to the wrong branch of the family. It was a small 
store squeezed between a beauty shop and a shoe cobbler's. The beauty 
shop had delicate mounds of colored spun-glass in the windows; the 
cobbler's door emitted smells of leather and strong shoe polish. Between 
them, Aaron's windows were sparsely but tastefully decorated. Barcia 
came to the door. 
She seemed ver,y small and thin today, her shoulders and her 
v-rrist bones were as small as those of a child and her eyes were half-
opened in a just-awakened stare. She couldn't have been asleep, he 
thought. She's alone in the store. 
She opened her eyes wider and was glad to see him. 
"Aaron isn't here. It•s off-season for dresses, you know. 
vle take turns going to lunch. But please come in and talk to me." 
The store was lined with built-in racks but it overflowed 
with objects like a garment without enough pockets to stuff things into. 
She moved a pile of freshly folded blouses and a container of pins from 
a chair for Moffit to sit. 
"I was unpacking new merchandise, 11 she said nodding vaguely 
toward a door that led into the back. "When the bell on the door jingles, 
I know there's somebody here. I can do that only when it isn't busy." 
"I'm interrupting your work," Moffit said, with no feeling of 
regret. 
Her fingers still bore the marks, fossil-like, of grooves from 
breaking string. Her hair hung over one eye, she pushed it back. All 
the time she spoke she smiled, but her movements were awkward and jerky. 
"Has Lewis found a job?" Moffit asked. "We wondered ••• " 
She smiled brightly. "We've had some good luck. The govern-
ment sent a rebate on last year's income tax. Lewis got over a hundred 
dollars." 
away." 
He could think of nothing to say. 
"lvell," she said. ttit is a reprieve. And Lewis needed to get 
It was only when he rose to leave that she asked about the job. 
"He'll be ready for it soon," she said. "It is still there? 
I hope •••• tt 
He pressed her hand in an ambiguous answer. At the door he 
turned. 
"Hhy did he go, Barcia? The job was there for him. Hhat 
happened?tt 
She grew a little pale. She began her smile again then aban-
doned it. Her eyes filled with tears. 
"Oh, Simon," she said. She looked at him helplessly. "You 
see," she said, "he's afraid." 
It's a wife's version, he thought. He turned away but she was 
still speaking. 
"Perhaps he should have stayed after all." 
He looked at her and he saw the nervousness in her hands 
touching against one another. And he saw that in her eyes was a fear 
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she couldn't contain within herself. It escaped from her and hung over 
her and trailed into every corner of the overstuffed little store. 
'tit'll be all right," he said and wondered why his mouth was 
dry. 
Sylvia had said to waste no time. There was a drugstore at the 
corner, a hot cavern with an inner cavern that was a phone booth. It 
seemed incongruous to be calling Sylvia Hanning from this place of stale 
tobacco smells and the smells of previous, brief occupants. 
He told her about Levri.s. 
"It seems he feels this is his last chance," he said. "And 
he's terribly afraid of muffing it." Then, "Hello ••• hello... Sylvia, 
are you still there?" 
Her voice was fainter. It hesitated. "You see," she said. 
"it's not ••• really, I'm not concerned about myself. I don't even mind 
not being thanked for the pin. But ••• you. You've done so much for him." 
Hoffit breathed as deeply as he could without inhaling the 
odors. 
"We signed no contract," he said. 
"I don't understand. I'm too realistic to expect gratitude. 
But common decency ••• " 
"But we can't forget that people simply are not consistent." 
"You • re wrong,'' she said. "They are consistent." 
He thought of Barcia and he had an image of her hands working 
against each other. He had a moment of fear. 
"Hay I come to see you?n he asked. 
"I'd be delighted. But I'm going out. Some other time." 
"You won't do anything until I see you? About Eugene and the 
job, I mean? I know it's crazy to think it even, but promise me you 
won't do anything until I speak to you." 
Her voice was so faint he could scarcely hear her and then he 
was alone in the fetid telephone booth with a deadened receiver in his 
hand. 
He didn't sleep well that night. He was afraid of appearing 
before her door too early. He waited until eleven o'clock. The day was 
gray again but an east wind had risen. He looked at the sea and he 
thought for how brief a time the sunmer would last and he felt older. 
It was Sylvia's father who came. 
From within the house he heard the piano. It was the day for 
Sylvia's lesson, he remembered suddenly. He saw that the old man wore 
his inimical expression. He stood there with the door half-open, 
hesitating. 
Suddenly Simon knew it was not love that made Hr. Diamond bar 
anyone from his daughter's playing. It was fear. He had seen it the day 
before on the face of Barcia. He saw it again now. And he saw too that 
fear penetrated into the walls of Sylvia Hanning's house and that whoever 
came in contact with Sylvia Hanning was touched by this fear. Nonsense, 
he said to himself and 
"I' 11 wait," to the old man. 
Nr. Diamond hesitated again and half-turned his head. "I'll 
sit with you outside," he offered. 
Simon realized it was, for the father, a brave gesture of 
defiance. But he felt cold and sharp. 
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"I' 11 wait in the living-room." 
The old man's bravery could not extend this far. He showed 
Simon in and excused himself in his quiet, dignified fashion. His feet 
whispered down the hall. In a little while, Simon heard the piano 
teacher leave and Sylvia came into the room. 
"How kind of you to make this unnecessary gesture," she said. 
So that tells me, he thought, and he grew colder. He came 
straight to the point. 
"Is the job still open for Lewis? He needs it." 
"I thought he needed it." Her voice vras soft. tti thought he 
needed~·" 
He wanted to hurl it into her face. And is that the only 
reason you're willing to help? To~ his crawling ••• " 
He didn't say it. He looked at her mouth, tdde and curving, 
and he breathed deeply. 
"Anyway," she said, "why come to me? After all, it concerns 
Eugene mostly. I've told you that Eugene is a very strong-minded person. 
He's made up his mind to take Lewis and it isn 1 t easy to sway him. He 
is my husband and my first obligation is for his interest. In view of 
what you've told me of Lewis, his •••• unreliability, I admit I am trying 
to influence him." She stopped. 
He wanted to strike her. And he wanted to take her in his 
arms and crush his mouth against hers. Then it was as if he stood a 
little apart from himself and he saw himself as ridiculous, kissing a 
woman who was thinking of Lewis. All at once he knew what it was that 
made her unusual. What she possessed was bitterness. This was the quality 
he had fumbled for and had not discovered until now. He didn't tell 
her any of the things he knew about her. He didn't tell her because, 
in spite of all of them, if she had wanted him he would have taken her. 
So he turned and left the house. 
That night he packed his bags and returned to his apartment 
in the City. 
It was several days before he saw Lewis again. A new play by 
a famous playwright was making its debut at the Summer Theatre in the 
City. The event had been talked about and the theatre was packed. 
During the intermission, Hoffit ;.rent into the foyer for a glass of water 
and Lewis Meyerson saw him. 
"Simon," Lewis said. 
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They shook hands and grinned. The faint trace of anxiety Le>ris 
had had on his face had disappeared, he had put on a little weight and 
he was wearing a suit of a fabric that was new that summer. 
"Well," Moffit said, his gesture including all of Lewis' 
appearance. 
"I've meant to call you," Le1ds said. 
"You have a job?" 
"You know. With Eugene.n 
Moffit stared at him. 
"Barcia • s inside," Le-vTis said. "vlill you stop to say hello? 
She'd be disappointed." 
Simon nodded absently. "How did it happen?" he asked suddenly. 
"Did. you go to Eugene?" 
Lewis hesitated. "I went to Hrs. Hanning. Sylvia. About 
that time, I'd gone into a blue funk. Scared stiff. I don't like to 
even think about it. Disappeared for days and went into a corner and 
shook. As I said, I went to her. Somehow, I felt she'd understand. 
It's unbelievable hovr generous that woman can be." 
"Are you still living with the l1eyersons?" Hoffit asked 
abruptly. 
"1ve have a lot of catching up. Debts you know. And i t• s 
company for Barcia. She'd be lonely now that I'm away so much." 
Hoffi t didn • t ask LevTis how much he saw of Sylvia I'1anning 
now. And he didn't ask Lewis if Barcia still worked. The image the 
whole thing created was too painful. He told himself the hurt in him 
was for Barcia, Lewis' vTife. And by this time, most of it was. 
CHAPTER XII 
A whitish haze perpetrated itself through the bright blue sky 
and hovered just below the glare of the sun. At intervals, a breeze 
blew fresh from the lake and the sidevmlks glittered as with myriads of 
tiny-faceted diamonds. Behind this city of Chicago, as behind the small 
city of Pigeon Cove, shone the blue-green mounds caused by the undula-
tions of the water, visible from almost any view of the latter town, 
but only an impression, a sensation, an unconscious memory here that 
there existed and could be found, if one had the inclination, a large 
body of water similar in almost every respect except size to an ocean. 
And the knowledge of the existence of this body of water permeated every 
phase of being in this city, making tolerable the stagnant air by the 
expectation of the ever-potential lake breeze. 
"Feel that breeze from the lake?" Eugene said shrugging m-1ay 
from the wetness of his shirt across his back. ttNever mind the lim-
ousine. lve' 11 take a cab from the airport." 
He and Lewis drove to the new Palmer House. Their reservation 
was a large double on the twelfth floor, a gray blank room with gray 
square furniture, gray bedspreads and a gray carpet. 
"It's cooler anyway," Eugene said following the bellboy and 
throwing his hat on the bed. 
"Not on the bed," Lewis said. 
"What?" 
"Supposed to be bad luck. Superstition, you know." 
"Oh." 
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Eugene removed his hat but without conviction. He had a large, 
swelling content within him, an air-borne bubble that could withstand any 
puncture. He felt languid but talkative as if he had a long string of 
words wi thim him that vTanted to be let out, but to be played out slowly 
in a narrow, thin column. 
"Whatever happens here doesn't really matter," he said. "You're 
here simply to learn. It's like a class-room except that you won't have 
any tests. You'll just come with me and listen to me and absorb as much 
as you can of the business." 
In spite of the heat, Lewis had worn his jacket through the 
journey. He removed it now together with his tie and unbuttoned his 
collar. 
"That isn't the way I want it," he said. 
Eugene opened his bag and took out some ties, three of them. 
He alHays did this first before he sorted out the rest of his clothes. 
Ties deserved special attention. "I'm not trying to put you off. It 
simply isn't necessary this trip." 
"It is to me." 
"Well, I'm very pleased. I'm sure this will be a happy 
association. 
Le"'-Tis did not answer. He moved to a small table and fingered 
the Bible, the letter forming the word GIDEON dimming away into the black 
leather. He closed the book and put it do\in but still he said nothing. 
"This is what you want, isn't it?" Eugene asked. 
Lewis turned to face him. 
"In a way. '' 
What is it, Eugene thought. Why doesn't he talk to me? "What 
is it, Lewis?" he asked aloud. 
Le-vTis continued to face him. "I have to prove myself." 
"Oh." Eugene's fingers smoothed the ties, flesh against silk, 
sensorical units against sensory bearing factors. Somehow, the idea of 
Lewis wanting to validate himself had not occurred to him. vfuether 
LevTis succeeded or failed was not important. In either event, he would 
be kind to him. He >vanted to be kind to him. 
"I thought we'd start tomorrow. It's too hot to work today. 
\ihy don't you unpack your bag and we'll have a shower and I'll shovl you 
the town?" He fumbled for the button on his collar and slipped the knot 
out of his tie. "You've never seen Chicago. It's a nice town, es-
pecially when you've got somebody to show it to." 
"You ••• lonely? 11 Lewis asked vlith what Eugene thought was a 
sardonic smile. 
But nothing could disturb Eugene today. Since his decision to 
make an opening for Lewis, he had been filled 1dth a vast content. If 
the lion appeared still in his dreams, he was no longer frightened by 
him, and he no longer awoke in a cold sweat. Undulations of beatitude 
swelled within him, extending from him into long, far-reaching channels. 
He found himself beaming fatuously upon people. For the first time in 
weeks, he had no doubts, no misgivings. Love was a seed you scattered 
into the wind but with premeditation and it would return to you multi-
plied and in full flower. 
He was impatient to begin his lavishing of love. \ih.at he had 
done, he did not feel was a beginning; what he wanted v1as to make a real 
start. Filled with his purpose, the city held no pleasures for him; 
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and Lewis, too, -vras uninterested. They returned to the room comparatively 
early after dinner. There was a message on a white slip of paper under 
the door to call the operator. Long Distance. 
"It must be Sylvia." 
She had been sleeping. Her voice was distant, caught in a 
half-Horld between awareness and fancy. Her voice seemed different, 
not like Sylvia, or rather more like the new--the other--Sylvia he had 
caught glimpses of so recently. 
out?" 
"Eugene," she said a little crossly. "itlhat do you Hant?" 
"I got your message," he said laughing a little. "vla~e up." 
He had a vision of her shaking herself. ''What time is it?" 
nNot late." 
"Oh, Eugene," she said suddenly. "It's you." 
This time he laughed aloud. 
"Listen," she said. "vfuat• s happening? How is Lewis making 
11Yes," he said. 
"Oh, you can't talk," she said impatiently. "He must be there. 
'dell, have you made any sales?" 
"I' 11 spea~ to you tomorrow." 
"How aggravating. Let me talk to Lewis." 
He hesitated a moment then handed the phone to Lewis. He v-rent 
into the bathroom and let the shower run and began to undress. By the 
time he had taken his shower and dried himself and come back, the tele-
phone was in its cradle and Lewis 1vas in bed. 
Eugene lay awake a long while very quietly, not wanting to dis-
turb Lewis in the other bed. After some time, his leg muscles began to 
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cramp and he sat up cautiously in the dark and rubbed one thigh. 
rtAnything wrong?" Lewis asked. 
"Oh, you're aHake." 
He heard Levlis fumbling for the light s-vli tch of the lamp be-
tween their beds. 
"Don't," he said. "It's better dark." 
Their room had two windows on opposite walls and the slight 
breeze that had risen during the night crossed between them. The air 
seemed cooler and fresher. He heard Lewis fumbling for his cigarettes 
this time and he saw the small, quick flare of the match. 
"Are you restless?" he asked. 
The lit end of the cigarette glowed more strongly for a second. 
"Just thinking. I never felt my life would fall into these 
channels. I always thought in sweeping, wide terms and now, suddenly, 
this little piece of an immediate present has assumed such gigantic 
proportions." 
The city outside was quiet yet its hum persisted, a muted 
purring like a great cat set on its haunches yet tensed and ready on an 
instant for the prowl. Eugene adjusted his pillow, leaned back and 
crossed his ankles under the sheet. 
"It's very strange that you should speak of sweeping, wide 
terms," he said. "Recently, my mind seems to be doing that. I used to 
think of myself as ~ man. Now, somehow, I find myself thinking in terms 
0 f !!§:!!• II 
The sheet rustled as Lewis turned toward him. 
"Do you know what's happening? You're developing a cosmic 
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consciousness." 
"Is that bad?" 
"You can't set a standard of value upon it that vmy. It's the 
individual 1vho has this consciousness who brings about progress, in art 
and in civilization. But I warn you, once you have it, don't look for 
happiness. You'll never find it again." 
"I've never been as happy as since I've felt this way,» Eugene 
said simply. 
"Those are the heights. They can be very dizzying. You think 
you've found the secret. You think you have the Word. But once you 
think broadly, you begin to realize. And that is when you start to 
weep." 
Eugene uncrossed his ankles and dret-r up his knees. He felt un-
easy and disturbed. 
"You have a pessimistic point of view," he said rather sharply. 
ttit can become dangerous to live in the heights, you knmv," 
Lewis said. "Thomas Hann had the right idea. If there is such a thing 
as a liford, it should be limitations. One must come down to earth. And 
that's what I must do. Think smaller. Reduce the fraction." 
"So far, 11 Eugene said slmvly, "what Ihave been doing mostly 
is feeling. I haven't thought through carefully what I do believe. I've 
been groping tmvard something which may be described partly as one man's 
responsibility touard another. I'm beginning to feel this; and if, as 
you say, I think I have the vlord, then so be it. It's true it has put 
me on the heights, but I don't want to stay there alone. I want to tell 
people--to share it. 11 
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"You're trying now to forge the uncreated conscience of the 
race," Lewis said and Eugene heard the smile in his voice. 
He• s laughing at me, he thought, and he v1as angry. He was 
silent a long while, then he heard Levns again. 
"Are you going to sleep?'t 
"Good night," he said shortly. 
When he awoke in the morning, however, he remembered that he 
had been at-rare of a possible difficulty with Lewis. He had told him-
self that Lewis might not be rea4y--he had not attempted to formulate a 
name for that for which Lewis might not be prepared. At this moment he 
prepared himself once again, as on the night by the water when there 
had been revealed to him the fleeting instant of fruition, to name the 
mystical, essential process that must culminate in an inter-twined 
communication. To say, I must love you, to Lewis? And when Sylvia 
called, was her interest in and for Lewis paramount to any concern she 
expressed for him, Eugene? 
They were different factors, separate and distinct. Again 
there entered compulsion. He must be good to Le~ns, he must help him. 
Only in that direction was there hope, for him specifically as well as 
for the wide, sweeping terms in which he had been thinking lately. 
I cannot fool myself, he thought. It's for me, personally 
and specially. I will be good to him because that is the process by 
which I can discover gratification. 
Their first call that morning was at a large department store. 
The sample case, too large to manage comfortably on the plane, had been 
shipped ahead and had been waiting for them the evening before. Lewis 
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wheeled the case, his manner efficient and aware of Eugene's superior 
position since he lagged one or two steps behind Eugene, yet he pushed 
one shoulder forward in a pretense of walking abreast and in an effort 
to save Eugene difficulty in conversing. 
"We've never sold this store before," Eugene said. "We'll make 
the effort, but don't look upon it as a test. That wouldn't be fair." 
"It isn't necessary to coddle me," Lewis said in a low tone. 
"Oh, go to hell." But Eugene's voice was good-natured. He 
turned his head slightly and saw Lewis smile. Good, he thought. 
As they walked through the aisles of the street floor, the dis-
plays caught Eugene's eye. Jewelry. Creamy pearls, milk-white against 
deep blue velvet backdrops. Necklaces and bracelets. A large pearl set 
in a ring and flanked by diamonds. He saw Lewis patiently standing, 
the heavy case tilted on its corner and set on the wheels. 
"All right," he said. "Just a quick look. I'm coming." 
Further along was lingerie in filmy, pastel shades. White, 
he thought. You can keep your pinks and blues and yellows. Sylvia in 
white, sheer and softly falling. Like that one. He hesitated before a 
draped form, but the thought of the weight of Lewis' burden pushed him 
on. 
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The room in which the b~ers interviewed salesmen was on the 
fourth floor. Following directions, they passed from the elevator down 
the length of the store into an enormous, inner room. The walls, painted 
a light green, and the floor were entirely bare, and the only furniture 
was hard, slat-back chairs running all along the walls and, toward the 
back of the room, several kneehole desks each of which led into an inner 
office. There was a girl seated at each desk. Eugene advanced to the 
one marked DRESSES and asked to see the buyer. 
ttDo you have an appointment?" 
He was forced to admit he had not, and they were told there 
would be a half hour's wait. 
"He might as well sit down, Lewis." 
Sitting on one of the hard chairs, Eugene admitted to himself 
that he was not interested in business today, that the interview ahead 
appeared to him in the light of an irksome chore. Again and again his 
mind swung downstairs to the lingerie department, to the thought of 
Sylvia in the sheer whiteness. All at once he stood up. 
But the time flowed smoothly past in the decision about the 
purchase, and the sheerness and the whiteness of the garment was smooth 
against his hand. When he returned finally, Lewis met him with a face 
that was faintly flushed. 
"We were called just after you left," he said. "I didn't w·ant 
to take the chance of waiting for you and missing out maybe. So I went 
in alone.'t 
He stopped and looked at Eugene as if for approval like the 
small boy who knows he has done the correct thing but who asks if it 
were right simply for the pleasure of hearing the approbation. Eugene 
nodded. 
"The buyer is an awfully nice chap," he went on. "He was very 
decent and patient when I explained I was a new man and not as familiar 
with the line as I should be. He saw a few of the numbers and he is 
interested." He paused. "~interested. He made another appointment 
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for eleven o'clock tomorrow morning. He wants to talk to both of us 
then." 
"That's very good. This is a large store. An account like 
that should be worth something." 
"Have you ever sold them before?" Lewis asked diffidently. 
Eugene smiled. "No." Then, "Look, don't build too much on it. 
It will be nice if we do. If not--well, it's just one of those things. 
There are other fish in the sea." 
"No, you don•t understand. This is terribly important to me. 
Terribly. It • s something I want to take home with me. A present--for 
Barcia." He looked down and ran the palm of his hand along the corner 
of his jacket. "No. It•s not for Barcia. It•s for me. Only for me." 
They made other calls that day and Eugene wrote two good orders. 
Lewis manifested a great interest. He seemed absorbed in Eugene's 
approach and in Eugene's conversations with the buyers; but, underlying 
his interest, he gave the impression of a suppressed excitement. 
That night it was Lewis who was vivacious and talkative, his 
words rolling and tumbling. Eugene was despondent and quiet. He felt 
as if he had lost his touch with this world of business, as if he were 
outside of Lewis• interest and Lewis' excitement. But he had felt the 
same way at home with Sylvia and Sylvia's interests, as if he had out-
grown them and must seek another world. rfuere do I belong, he thought. 
\Vhen Sylvia called, he told her a little about the day, then 
handed the phone to Lewis before she made the request. He did not want 
to hear their conversation. He went downstairs for a cup of coffee; 
and, when he came back, Lewis was undressed and in bed. 
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They lay in the dark a long while, each aware of the other's 
wakefulness. At last Lewis spoke. 
"I used to think that, by the very definition of the word 
faith, one had to believe. To need a reason for faith was contrary to 
the meaning." 
Eugene made a sound deep in his throat. 
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"That still may be true if you want to haggle about definitions," 
Lewis went on. "My perspective has changed though. Jv1y concern only is 
having something in which to believe. Because I know now that manrnust 
believe in something--must strive higher in a moral sense--or •••• " 
"Or ••• ?" 
"Perish." 
The word fell on Eugene like a seal of doom. In the dark and 
the heat, he shivered. When Lewis spoke again, he answered harshly. 
"I'd like to go to sleep, if you don't mind." 
He lay sleepless for a long while. Whether Lewis slept or not, 
he did not know. He reviewed again Lewis' happiness of the day, and 
slowly a peace came to him again. I had the answer, he thought. Love. 
I must hold firmly to it, for it is of a slippery substance and wil-
fully elusive. Then the idea came to him of helping Lewis. He had seen 
Lewis' excitement about the appointment on the following day. I'll 
let him do it on his own, he thought. Let him have the entire satisfac-
tion. And if he fails, I'll be kind and understanding. 
Early in the morning, he arose and wrote a note. Lewis slept 
peacefully when he left. He had no trouble choosing a destination for 
the day. The lake drew him like a magnet with the blazing sun over the 
shimmering blue and the grinding sand. All day he lay on the sand. At 
intervals he plunged into the water and swam or lay on his back and 
floated. Then out again in the futile attempt to curve his body into 
the resisting hardness of the sand and think of nothing. 
~Vhen he returned to the hotel, Lewis was waiting and he knew 
he had been wrong. 
"Never mind," he said. "There are other fish in the sea. 
It's all right." 
"It would have been all right," Lewis said. "He couldn't under-
stand why you hadn 1 t come. He thought you weren't especially interested 
in his account." 
"Don't worry, Lewis," Eugene said. "You can't hit every one. 
You can't expect to do it right off the bat anyway. I'm not worrying 
you, am I7 You don't know how patient I can be. I mean to do a lot for 
you. The most important thing is kindness. It makes me feel good to be 
kind to you." 
Lewis looked at him queerly. "Is that the reason?" 
''Ylhat?" 
The phone rang. They stared at each other, then Eugene lifted 
the receiver and listened. 
"All right," he said after a while. 
He handed the phone to Lewis. 
11Yes,tt Lewis said into the mouthpiece. "Yes, it is. Yes, 
Sylvia. Yes ••• " 
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CHAPI'ER XIII 
It was at the hour immediate~ follo~nng luncheon, as Eugene 
gazed across the bay from his home at the broken and irregular slopes 
that jutted out above the opposite coast line, that the call reached 
him that told him his mother, old r~s. Meyerson, had been ill for a 
week. It was his father-in-law, Hr. Diamond, who brought him the 
message. 
Eugene felt the lunge in his entrails. Suddenly, the tears 
rushed to his eyes. 
"A man is always sad when his mother is dying, 11 Mr. Diamond 
said gently. "Like when you're drowning, all your past life rises up; 
in the same vray, you think of all the bad things--the sins--you com-
mitted against your mother. For every man commits sins against his 
mother because of the little bit of hate that's mixed in with the love 
we have for her. What mother can supply all the love we demand from 
her? And so we hate and comm.i t sins." 
"I must go there." 
"How is it you did not know before? A week is a long time when 
an old mother is sick and a son lives not too far away. That Lewis--
he didn't tell you?" 
"I haven't seen him all week. He's working, you know. I 
haven't bothered him. He was a little upset in Chicago •••• lfell, you 
wouldn't know about that." 
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"Not seen him? How can that be? He was here almost every day." 
Unexpectedly, Sylvia, usually remote from a conversation between 
the tvm men, opened the terrace door and stepped out to the lawn. 
"Papa," she said. "Your tea is getting cold." 
He hesitated, looked at her, on the verge of speaking. Her 
restraint broke. 
"Will you please attend to your own affairs?" 
The old man shrugged, a defeated gesture. He turned and went 
into the house, his shoulders bent. 
For the first time, Eugene felt a hatred against his wife. 
The beneficent feeling, the beatitude with which he had been possessed 
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as a result of his kindnesses to Lewis was in danger of being disintegrated. 
Lewis and Sylvia? He propelled the thought away as if with a visible arm 
movement. She grew calmer and he saw a certain embarrassment on her face. 
"Lewis~ here •••• " she offered. 
He stopped her. 
"Did you hear? VJY mother is ill." 
"Oh, I'm so sorry, Eugene." She turned to face the sea, her 
head thrust forward a little in the way she had. "Poor Papa. Why do I 
do it? He makes me aware of every nerve I have, each one as tight as if 
it were strung on a violin and someboqy was playing that new kind of 
discordant music on all of them. And yet I love him and I could kill 
myself for hurting him like this." 
At this moment, when she forgot to be aware of being watched, 
her eyelids lowered in the effort of inward penetration, she relaxed the 
tension in her face, deadened that artificial vitality which, together 
with an animation in her conversation, was one of the evidences of the 
recent changes in Sylvia. Pale with self-abasement, her features no 
longer received from an expression deliberately assumed a meaning altered 
in stages before it reached the surface. She was the old Sylvia, a 
little pallid, even a little drab. Then her eyes flicked, she caught 
his gaze, her expression lifted, lightened. 
"I won't stand for it," she cried. "I have a right to some 
privacy. I can't have people spying •••• " 
"I'm certain it wasn't intentional,tt he said wearily. "He's 
an old man. He means no harm. I have to go now." 
In the garage, he saw Paul's form huddled in the car into the 
corner. Paul's eyes were wide and scared. 
"What's the matter, Paul? Why are you sitting here like this?" 
"I'm thinking.•t 
"What about, son?" 
•tNo, not exactly thinking, Dad. Remembering, more. There's an 
old chair in Grandma's house that I used to sit on when I was little. 
It stood on some kind of rockers and it was a funny color of tan and it 
smelled like candle wick. If Grandma dies, Dad, could I--could we--
have that chair?" 
How strange, Eugene thought. 
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"Did you ever notice, Dad ••• ? Grandma smells like candle 1<Tick." 
''1-lould you like to come there with me now?" Eugene asked. 
"Yes, I would." Paul said gravely. "I never got to know my 
grandmother very well, did I?" 
It may be too late, Eugene thought. 
"Run and tell your mother you're going." 
Paul remained in thecar, oddly thoughtful, his blonde head bent 
in that questioning way, not sadly, not frightened now, but as if probing 
the mystery of life and his own reactions. 
"Should I feel like crying?" he asked, in a wondering tone. 
"Do you?" 
"I don • t know. 11 
"Crying doesn't always fit the occasion, I guess." 
Eugene waited patiently but Paul sat there. 
"Never mind. I' 11 tell her myself. 11 
VJhen he turned, he saw Sylvia coming toward him. Her face was 
still pale and her eyes were strange. 
"I don't know what to do," she said. 
He put his hands on her shoulders. He could feel her trembling. 
"There are wheels going inside me." 
"I have to go. Try not to take it out on your father." 
''What shall I do?" 
"Keep away from him until this passes. Its only nervousness." 
"He's so---vulnerable," she said. "It•s too easy. Really, not 
even fair. I can let it all out on him and he can't even strike back." 
"But if you understand so well ••• " 
She looked at him. "Does understanding ever make a difference?" 
He dropped his eyes and took his hands from her shoulders. 
"Go to your room and try to take a nap," he suggested. "Or maybe have 
a swim." 
On the wa:y, while he was driving, he thought about Sylvia. She 
seemed to have a new perception, a depth he had never before associated 
with her. But he would not--could not--analyze the relationship, if 
such a condition existed as tangible as one which the very word implied, 
between Sylvia and Lewis. In that direction was a sliding back, a 
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regression away from that which he had been building piece by piece. 
The afternoon was pleasantly fresh and warm. Paul, in the far 
corner, cupped his outstretched hand grasping at the wind. 
"iVill Arnie be there?" he asked. 
"Is that the reason you came?tt 
Paul said nothing. 
'I know you like it there." 
Eugene had never altogether forgotten or forgiven the fact 
that, in his moment of desperate unhappiness, Paul had turned to the 
Meyersons. There ~ something between them, a mystical bond that re-
mained insoluble, a solution of continuity, in spite of a generation of 
disruption. 
And the Meyersons were so good. 
"Come in, come in," Polly said with outstretched hand. "Mama 
will be so happy to see you. She wouldn't let us call you before. 
She's always so afraid of worrying people or of being a bother." 
"She's pretty sick," Aaron said. 11Must be or she wouldn't have 
told us to call. You know how Nama is. She comes last. It's just as 
well you came." 
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Aaron's wife called from the kitchen that there was fresh coffee. 
The smell pervaded the house. 
How good they are, Eugene thought, and how sweet--almost on 
purpose. As if they are showing how fine and nice they are, a badge of 
proof--so to speak--that they wear. This, Ladies and Gentlemen, is my 
evidence, a testimonial of character. And if white is white, then black 
must of necessity be black. If we are so good, what does that make of 
i'1r. Eugene Heyerson alias Hanning? 
"Well, Paul," Aaron said. 
He put his hand on the boy's shoulder, reaching up to it, 
their shoulders almost level. 
"Growing up, hey? Arnie, come here and measure against Paul. •• 
Arnie sauntered in from the dining room, in his hand a sugary 
doughnut, his body slouched to a diagonal T. 
"Heasure against Paul, Arnie," Polly said brightly. "Wipe 
your hands first." 
Arnie measured Paul's length quickly with his eye. In his 
slouched position, he stood more than half a head shorter than Paul. 
"Want to go for a walk, Paul?" 
"Oh, yes," 
Paul hesitated, then turned to his father. 
"May I have a dollar, Dad?" 
The two boys walked out together, Paul hanging back a little, 
tall yet diffident. At the door, Arnie looked back at his mother and 
,~nked, a gift tossed from ruddy cheeks and dark eyes and caught, as it 
were, in mid-air by a mother who laughed and pressed inward upon her 
gift until it made its indentation in a physical imprint in her bosom. 
"Do you want a dollar too, Arnie?'t 
"What for1'' a nod toward Paul. 111,-fe' 11 have enough." 
The door closed on them. 
"That boy," Polly sighed. "He'll never get lost in the world." 
She said it smilingly, with pride, but with an effort to hide 
her pride or to deprecate it into a semblance of something other than 
pride. 
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"Such a contrast," she said watching them down the street. 
"One so dark, the other so fair." 
"Tell me about Hama," Eugene said. 
Their voices hushed again as they discussed the sickness and the 
change it had made in the old lady. 
"You know her cataracts and how she's been almost blind," Polly 
said. "Well, it's the strangest thing how she seems to ~now. "If you 
sit 'rith her a while and take out a letter or something, she'll ask you 
what you're reading. The rustle of the paper conveys something to her, 
I suppose. Yet it's uncanny." 
"Yesterday," Aaron said, "I was in there smoking a cigarette. 
The doctor had told me it was all right. I couldn't find an ashtray and 
I looked around for a place to flick the ashes. 'There's one on the 
chest.• she said. •Better take it and hold it in your hand.' Tell me 
she heard the rustle of that." 
"But how is she?" Eugene asked. 
"Sick." Polly wiped at her eyes. 
"It's her heart," Aaron said. "She had a slight attack about 
a week ago and the doctor put her to bed. But she keeps getting the 
pains." 
n 
"vJhere does she get the strength to fight? Eugene asked 
angrily. 
As if from under a somnambulant influence, the tensions in the 
house arose. 
"Hell," Polly said bridling. "It isn't sz fault she's weak. 
She's had reasons enough in the past years •••• " 
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"I didn't mean a personal reflection on your nursing, Polly. 
I'm angry at "rhatever is causing her illness.•r 
"You needn't look too far away," Polly muttered. 
\ihat•s the use, Eugene thought. It always comes back to this. 
He left them then, mounting the stairs to his mother's room. The first 
object to catch his eye was the old rocking chair of which Paul had 
spoken. The old tan cover was gone, replaced by a floral chintz that 
seemed dainty and incongruous on the massive frame. From Paul to Mama, 
he thought, they cling to the past. Tenaciously, in a refusal to open 
their hands and let it go. Banished from the living-room into how many 
rooms before the chair had at last yielded, with a fresh disguise, and 
settled into an aura of nostalgia? On its broad back Papa's head had 
rested after a day of toil, on its roomy seat Mama's lap had cradled the 
children, one by one or in pairs even. Paul had said it smelled of 
candlewick. Had the new covering changed the smell? He crossed the 
room quietly, leaned over the chair, and sniffed. Horsehair, maybe. 
And cotton batting. 
"Eugene?" said his mother's voice. 
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He turned to look at the woman on the bed, her thin white hair 
1dspy on the snowy pillow, her eyes closed exposing the sun.l<en, great 
eyelids, her pale skin, not white like the bed linens but grey and crepey. 
He sat on a chair by the bed and took her hand. 
"How did you know, Hama?" 
•rWhen you were very young, you were so tall you used to walk 
with one shoulder higher. It made you step heavier on one foot." 
The speech had exhausted her. Her eyelids palpitated, and the 
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pressure of her fingers slipped away. He released her hand and waited. 
After a few moments, she moved her head slightly. He began to speak. 
"Listen, Hama, and don't talk. For a long time, I've been very 
unhappy. Maybe what I did to the family was wrong. Maybe I've been 
wrong about a lot of things. But I've discovered the answer to living 
is not in going back. You can't atone for the past by retribution to 
the past. They wouldn't let me anyway, Polly and Aaron. They're bitter 
and maybe they have a right to be.'' 
Her lips moved but he placed his fingers across them • 
• 
"No, dont. I'm not here to weary you by too much talking. I 
mean to make you happy, }fama. I think the answer is in love, in giving 
of yourself. And that is what I've been trying to do with Lewis. Does 
it please you, l1ama, that I'm e;iving him a chance?" 
He had not meant to tell any of this; but, somehow, sitting by 
her side, he yearned for her approbation. He looked anxiously into her 
face for a sign. Her lips moved. He sat on her bed and leaned over, 
intent on catching her whispered words. 
"You fight--too hard.n 
He leaned back and straightened. '•But I'm not fighting now. 
I have this feeling of love and it•staken a1fay my unhappiness. And Lewis--
didn't you ask me to help him? 
She seemed not to have heard him. 
" •••• too hard," she whispered. 
She doesn't understand, he thought, but he felt a sharp 
disappointment. 
"You must be tired, Hama,rt he said. "I'll come back another 
time." 
At the door he heard her voice again, stronger now as when she 
had first sounded his name. 
"Barcia--she is not happy." 
Futility rushed over him and he left abruptly. Polly met him 
at the foot of the stairs. 
"How did you find her, Eugene?" 
He shook his head slowly. "She's very weak." 
"The doctor said she might not last out the week." She began 
to cry. 
Hrs. Heyerson did not die that week, however. She recovered 
sufficiently to leave her bed and sit downstairs propped on pillows on 
the chintz-covered rocking chair, reclaimed by the living-room as a 
token of respect to the old lady. Eugene went to visit her every day, 
sometimes with Paul, sometimes alone, until there was no longer any 
question about her recovery. 
One night he stayed and talked with Aaron and Polly later than 
usual. Barcia and Lewis were there that evening, Barcia tired and white, 
Eugene noticed, from her day at the store, Lewis very quiet. ~ugene was 
surprised that they lived there still and that Barcia continued to work. 
It must take a while to become accustomed to security, he thought. 
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1fhen he returned home, he stood for a while on the lawn before 
his house and looked over the blackened water. He thought about security. 
Was there such a thing? And what did it have to do with jobs and money? 
Did it involve self-esteem and self-confidence? Perhaps. Was this the 
elusive imp he, too, was chasing, a goal which he sought by other n~~es 
such as peace and happiness? When you tried to define it, to categorize 
the meaning in a neat index, was when you lost the definition. Did this 
mean that to seek this goal consciously was never to achieve or attain 
it? He shook his head and shifted his gaze to the sand below. 
The moon was dim over the water and reflected a little light on 
the sand below. There was a whiteness lying there which gradually took 
shape as a woman's figure. Qubkly he descended the stairs until he stood 
over the half-clad body of his wife. 
The pearly luminosity of her skin fused into the shiny silkness 
of her bra and panties, all of her a quivering, shimmering thing lying 
on her back on the sand, her eyes open and staring upward. 
"Sylvia!" he cried. "What's the matter? Is anything wrong?" 
She made no answer but, suddenly, she curved her arm over her 
face and wept. He dropped beside her; she turned her face from him and 
he did not touch her. He waited. 
"Have you quarreled with your father again?" he asked presently. 
"That too," she sobbed into her forearm. 
"There's more?" 
"Much, much more," she said passionately. She stopped crying 
and raised herself on her elbows. "But how would you know? You're so 
viTapped up in yourself, always yourself. It's your fault. Everything 
is your fault." 
He winced and lowered his head as if she were raining blows 
upon him. 
11Don•t, Sylvia," he said softly. 
She covered her face with her arm again but she remained quiet 
without crying. Then, as he lay on the sand beside her, a pulse began 
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to beat within him. A throbbing shook him until he wondered if it were 
he or the sand that trembled. He curved his fingers toward her bared 
midriff then withdrew them as if afraid his touch would sear her flesh. 
He became conscious of somebody breathing very heavily, then he was 
aware it was his own breathing he heard. A flame activated within him, 
more violent and ardent than he had ever known. His hand reached out 
again for her arm, but she moved and his fingers closed on her breast. 
She tried to push him away and they struggled on the sand, quietly, his 
panting the only sound. Then she slipped from his grasp and was up the 
stairs in a flash, only the whiteness of her underwear visible in the 
ascent. 
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He lay on the sand until his breathing became normal. 'Hhen he 
arose finally, he was spent. Once again in their bedroom, the sight of 
Sylvia placidly asleep in her bed was a small shock. Had the scene on 
the beach really occurred? As he watched, he saw the deep heaving of her 
chest under the sheets. He was completely fatigued. He undressed 
quickly; then, turning off the light, fell on his bed and was asleep 
instantly. 
The next afternoon, without any conscious reason, the figure of 
his father-in-law presented itself to Eugene's mind. He saw Hr. Dia11ond 
as tragic and lonely. Out of remorse and pity, he bought the old man a 
present of two neckties and came home early in his eagerness to present 
them. He found his father-in-law in his bedroom, dressed in his shiny 
black suit, an open valise half-packed on the bed. 
111 didn't know you planned a trip," Eugene said in surprise. 
The old man shrugged. 11 Not a trip." 
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A premonition reached Eugene. He held out the box that contained 
the neckties. "Look, I've brought you a present." 
"You shouldn't spend your money for me. I don't need much. 
For me it's a waste." He took the box and his hands trembled opening it. 
"Such beautiful ties. You make me very happy." 
"Then you won't go, Papa? You see that we want you. We need 
you. Sylvia doesn't mean what she says. She's very nervous and high-
strung. You shouldn't pay attention to her." 
"';fuat I do is not for spite. She is my own child. I would not 
hurt her just as I know she does not want to hurt me. But I have lost 
myself here. I go now to find myself once more." 
He placed the neckties, still in their box, in his suitcase and 
patted the cover. 
"It's very fine for you to think of an old man. I thank you." 
Eugene said nothing and Mr. Diamond continued. 
"I have tried to live by your idea of what is right. Even 
though something in me cried out against what I was doing, I have not 
really listened. Was I afraid? Haybe. To be old is to be lonely and 
afraid. Yet it need not be that way. I think I have been lonely and 
afraid because I lost myself and could not find my own self. That is 
·why I must go away. 11 
"Have I stopped you from doing as you please?" Eugene cried. 
Hr. Diamond shook his head. "That is not the thing. You do 
not see things in the same way that I see them. So I think to myself 
•Haybe all these people are right and I am the one who is a misfit.• I 
have guilt. Then I want to act in a way that you will approve of me and 
be proud of me. ~ihen I act in this manner--forgive me, my son--I pull 
myself down to where you are." 
Eugene lo-vrered his head. "I understand you." 
"I see you understand," Hr. Diamond said, nodding. "I am glad. 
I should not want ever to hurt your feelings. I go only to search for 
myself." 
"Where?" 
The old man hesitated. "To your old home. Lewis and Barcia 
have found a place of their own and your mother has asked me to stay 
with them." 
Again frustration, mingled with bewilderment, swept over Eugene. 
As far as he could go, he could never seem to escape circling back. 
11\,llien did you talk with them? I • ve been there every day and they never 
mentioned that you had been there." 
"It was Simon Moffit who arranged everything." 
"Well, I' 11 speak with Sylvia," Eugene said heavily. "I' 11 
try to make her understand." 
"This Lewis," Mr. Diamond said. "Your cousin •••• " 
"Papa," Eugene said. "Don•t. I don•t want to hear." 
The old man shook his head and said nothing further. 
Sylvia failed completely to understand Eugene's explanation of 
her father's decision. She manifested a subjectivity toward the whole 
affair, viewing his attitude as a personal affront. 
"What will people think?" she moaned. "Hy own father. Turned 
out of the house.ff 
"That isn't quite the story," Eugene said. "It's his choice. 
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He has a right to maintain what he feels is his integrity." 
She turned to him with accusation. 'tYou • re glad he's going. 
You've wanted to get rid of him anyway." 
"Sylvia, Sylvia." 
She burst into tears. ttOh, I'm so miserable." 
He put his arms around her and placed her head on his shoulder, 
thrilling at her unexpected submission. "What• s wrong, Sylvia? What 
is it?" 
"I don't know, Eugene. I only know that I'm so miserable." 
He lifted her head by the chin and looked into her eyes. 
Through the tears he saw an agony there that pierced through and through 
him until he felt the agony in his own heart. 
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CHAPTER XIV 
The wind had changed by the time they reached Buffalo and a 
cold, gray drizzle seeped through the city. There's nothing more dank 
than a rainy summer day, Lewis Heyerson thought. The streets of tall 
buildings, black with people and dotted with red lights, stretched away 
into the cool, darkening sky. Clear pools of light rimmed the stormy 
clouds. The trees rose upward with their burden of leaves like wet 
garments slapped by the continuous wind. 
"There's a convention in town, tt Eugene said. "I'm wondering 
if I made a reservation at the Statler." 
"It• s hardly a night for the park," Le-vlis said. 
"I just don't remember," Eugene said shaking his head. 
Hr. Eugene Manning had no reservation, the hotel clerk at the 
Statler informed them. He was very sorry, but there was a convention in 
town. Perhaps they might try elsewhere. 
By the time they reached the fourth hotel, Eugene merely sent 
in the cab driver. At the fifth hotel, nobody went in. They looked in-
quiringly at the doorman who shrugged his shoulders. 
"I can't understand my absent-mindedness," Eugene said. "I'm 
terriby sorry." 
Lewis had noticed, with so~e bitterness, Eugene's increasing 
lack of interest in his business. vfuat had promised to become a crucial 
and decisive time in Levlis' affairs, seemed to have gone astray by this 
lack of interest of Eugene's. A complete hopelessness and despair had 
fallen upon Lewis Heyerson. His cynicism extended even to their finding 
a hotel room for the night. 
"Ever hear of the Cord Hotel, mister?" the cab driver asked. 
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"lie' re not asking questions," Eugene said. "Just drive there." 
The cab left DelavTare Street and weaved an intricate pattern 
through many narrow side streets farther and farther away from the heart 
of the city. The Cord Hotel, on Lancaster Street, was a three-storied, 
darkened-brick building with a square and ugly facade. 
"But it's clean," the cab driver offered apologetically. 
"We're very grateful," Eugene said. 
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They were told immediately they could be accommodated with a 
room, but the quick acceptance had the effect of making Eugene suspicious. 
He asked if they could see the room. 
"Certainly," the clerk said. 
The corridors were long, high, narrow, dark and gloomy, inter-
rupted by gray-painted single doors and occasionally by dark-stained 
double doors. The carpet was thin and patterned with a faded floral de-
sign, an old musty over-stuffed chair stood guard at every corridor turn, 
and over all pervaded the smells of cooking, antiseptic, and a stronger 
over-powering smell difficult to confine but similar to the smell of 
disintegration, if there Here such a smell, Lewis thought. Of dead 
mice, perhaps, he said to himself holding his breath in an effort not 
to inhale. 
The room itself was surprisingly passable. 
It was a very large room with a triple window along one wall 
and a four-windowed bay along another. The floor was clean with a 
high-lustre varnished polish over old imbedded scars, a scattering of 
carpets placed here and there before each double bed, in front of the 
dark-wood swell-fronted highboy, and before the white enameled wash-basin 
that stood in one corner. Several chairs and two small tables were the 
other articles of furniture, but all of the pieces seemed minute in the 
large room with the high, white ceiling. Green-ste~~ed pink roses 
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climbed the walls; on one of the walls--a little to the right of the wash-
basin--protruded a long, iron stake attached high, just slightly lower 
than the ceiling. 
"lle used to use this room for salesmen to show their merchan-
dise," explained the clerk who had shown them to the room himself. He 
followed their gaze to the iron stake. "That vras put there by a dress 
salesman. He hung his dresses there. Still stops with us from time to 
time." 
Eugene walked to the stake and lifted his arm. His finger-tips 
did not touch it. 
"You're vTOndering why so high?" the clerk laughed. •tThis sales-
Man 1.;as six foot nine. Used to be a basket-ball player. Everyone in 
his trade knows him, I guess. You in the dress business?" 
"I've heard of him," Eugene said, smiling. "He's pretty tall." 
A strange thing had happened to Levas from the moment he had 
entered this room. He felt drawn to the room in a peculiar way. He 
would have liked to remain here for a long while, but alone. The presence 
of the other people in the room seemed an obstacle toward grasping the 
instant communication he had felt here. He could not understand the 
feeling. There was nothing extraordinary about this room except perhaps 
the size and the height of the ceiling. Even the smell had become less 
offensive, he had stopped holding his breath and had begun to inhale. 
Curiously, the more he smelled it the better he liked it. It reminded 
him of a story he had read about a man metamorphosed into a cockroach 
who developed a taste for rancid food. 
He 1-ras very uncomfortable in the presence of Eugene. He did 
not knmv why he had consented to come on this trip. He expected nothing 
from it; not only had his hopes in the direction of Eugene expired, but 
also his desires. Yet he had come at Eugene's insistence, seeing that 
it vras important to Eugene but not understanding w[l.y. 
The moment the door closed behind the clerk, Eugene removed 
his coat and tie and sat on one of the chairs. His fingers traced the 
golden letters GIDEON on the black book lying on the table beside him. 
"It seems to have all the essential props," Eugene said with 
what appeared to be an effort at humor. 
He leaned back in his chair and a weariness showed on his face. 
"Tomorrow," he said, "I' 11 introduce you to our accounts in 
this city. We have two of them that are quite good. From now on, these 
accounts will be yours. You'll travel here alone and service these 
accounts yourself." 
"You're too good to me," Lewis said. And he blinked his eyes 
hard against the sensation of the tears that had fallen from them twice 
in the past week. For no reason. 
Eugene rose and began his customary ritual of opening his suit-
case and removing his necktie. Lewis watched him. Suddenly he wanted 
to cry again and he was frightened because there was no reason why he 
should cry. He felt the corners of his mouth drooping downward and the 
muscles of his face drooping down1-rard and he couldn't pull them up into 
place. 
198. 
"I know you're tired, Eugene," he said abruptly. "Do you mind 
if I leave for an hour or two?" 
He barely waited for Eugene's acknowledgment. Turning his back 
on the surprise in Eugene's eyes, he took his hat and left. He felt 
still the same strange complicity with the room, but the presence of 
another person spoiled it. Unless he could be alone there, he preferred 
to leave. Outside, the rain had dissolved into a smoke-like fog pin-
pointed vdth yellow lights that approached on hissing wheels. 
"Cab, sir?" 
He named the Statler Hotel because it was the only place he 
knew in the city. I'll have a drink, he decided. It will lift the de-
pression. But he did not understand the reason for the depression or 
-..rhy it drew the corners of his mouth dmm. The martini in the cocktail 
lounge did not dissipate his depression, nor did the crm.;d that milled 
around him. 
For the Statler was crowded with people. Convention people, 
intent on enjoyment. Groups of men laughed their way around the tiny 
tables set in their path, here and there a woman appeared in the crowd. 
The hum of laughter was prevalent, an insistent motif against the back-
ground noises. Lewis sat ..nth his drink before him, willing his body 
to enter into the rhythm of the laughter. 
Twisting his fingers around the stem of his cocktail glass, 
he thought of the time he had first become aware of goals and their in-
effable state. Happiness, he had long realized, was just a step ahead 
of where you happened to be. Hhat must remain, in that event, was com-
promise. )fuat disturbed him at present 1-tas not the avrareness of the 
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unattainability of any goal or purpose. He had had this same awareness 
months ago. Yet there remained, at that time, the incentive or desire 
toward pursuit. The absence of desire left his life bereft of meaning. 
He might have had more of an emotion of gratitude toward 
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Eugene and his kindness except that he was not altogether certain of 
Eugene's motives. There Has no question of Eugene's sincerity or willing-
ness to help him. Yet he had a peculiar impression that Eugene did not 
~ him in the act of kindness he was creating--that, for Eugene, the 
culmination was in the act itself, not in the person being helped. He 
felt like the catalyst in a chemical experiment without whose participa-
tion the experiment must fail yet Hhose presence is completely subordinated 
to those of the two other elements involved in the reaction. 
The reason behind Eugene's insistence or tenacity of intention 
escaped him altogether. HoHever, the cause of Eugene's actions did not 
interest him. At this moment, there Has scarcely anything that seemed 
of particular interest to him. 
He I·Tatched a Homan Halk across the room, her body supple, her 
head thrust fon-rard. Sylvia's lvalk. Sylvia. She would be v-Taiting for 
his call. Barcia or Sylvia. \rlhich one should he call? He hesitated a 
moment. It seemed unfortunate that it was the more amenable of the two 
who should be left waiting. Barcia would be hurt but Hould not complain. 
It >vas Sylvia -vmo demanded with an insistence, a tenacity, that rivaled 
and Has far superior to these same traits in her husband. He realized 
suddenly that between the two of them they wearied him. Yet he could 
not withstand them. He could only submit and allow himself to be pummeled 
back and forth for the sake of whatever desires or purposes they harbored. 
Sylvia's voice, over the telephone, Has strained. 
"Le"ris, where have you been? Why haven't you called?tt 
•rrtfuat• s the matter?" he asked. 11You sound queer. 11 
"I couldn't breathe. It's all right now." Her voice dropped 
back to normal then softer than normal. 
"Hello, darling," she said. 
"That's better." 
But he was conscious of his Heariness. At this moment her in-
tensity repelled him; yet he envied the fact that she was capable of 
possessing intensity and he was not. He felt spent like the udders of 
a desiccated cow. 
"I've been so miserable," she said. "But it's all right no""d". 
l,fuen I talk to you everything is all right. Darling. Darling, are you 
listening?" 
"Yes." 
"Darling, !)1Z ~ ~ curving. 11 
Once again he envied her capacity for simplicity. For intense 
people, everything was simple. All you had to do vms to want a thing 
enough. You shut out the reality of the world and focused your eyes 
only on the desired object. It really was simple at that. 
"Are you listening, Lewis? Did you hear me?" 
201. 
"Don't worry," he said. "I'm responding. It's the phone booth. 
Too many people around." 
"I never wanted this to happen," she said. "I never dreamed 
of such a thing. But I'm in it now and I can't help myself. I love 
you, darling." 
He listened. 
"Le-vris, please. Help me. I don't care about the people. 
They're all strangers anyhow. Tell me. Please tell me." 
"I love you," he said. 
And he did. 
As he hung up the receiver, a sound escaped his mouth. It was 
a full second before he realized it was a sob. He had sobbed aloud. 
He stood stock still in the telephone booth, his hand grasping the hook. 
Then he carefully walked back to his table and ordered another martini. 
\Vhen he returned to the hotel, it was late. The first instant 
the smell reached him, he almost retched. Gradually, he grew accustomed 
to it. Eugene was asleep in his bed. Levds undressed quietly in the 
dark. Once during the night he put his fingers to his face; and, when 
he drew them away, they were wet. His depression was so deep, it was 
like a physical, tangible presence. He felt a panic overwhelm him. 
He slept a little toward morning but auoke at dawn. It was 
still a matter of -vmnderment to him that he could look at Eugene asleep 
and feel no pang of conscience. He had never associated Sylvia with 
Eugene in his mind. They seemed two separate beings, two entities who 
had reality and distinctness of being unjoined. It was as if the mari-
tal cord, which is dynamic and weaves perpetually between husband and 
wife as long as the state of marriage exists; through the negligence of 
somebody, had never been begun. \ihile it was true that Sylvia had en-
veloped him, it was also true that he had more or less rushed to meet 
her. From the first moment they had seen each other, as certain as a 
sequence of cause and effect, what had follo-vred the meeting of their 
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eyes--at a given moment--~vas the inevitable meeting of their lips. 
Passion has no conscience, Le~s thought. Remorse begins when passion 
wanes. He felt his passion for Sylvia as strong as it had ever been, 
but he felt the muscles of his face pulling downward and it was a 
physical effort not to lift his hands to try to pull them up. There was 
no relation between his emotion for Sylvia and his depression; if there 
were, he might have been tempted to tr,y to renounce his passion. 
It was not conscience that prompted him to rise and leave be-
fore Eugene awoke. He had no interest in the customers he v~s to have 
met that day, for he knew he would leave this job as soon as he returned 
home. I'll meet them anyway, he thought. But tomorrmv. On his way 
out of the hotel, he stopped by the front desk and scribbled a note for 
Eugene. 
Employee to Employer: 
List of "Takes": 
---
1. Takes advantage of employer's good nature. 
2. Takes the day off. 
See zou tonight, Eugene. Thanks. 
Le~s 
-
The clerk placed the note in the proper cubbyhole. 
"You were lucky to get your room," he said. ''lie don't usually 
have a convention overflow. Would you believe every room in this hotel 
is filled?" 
"That was luck," Let-Tis said absently. 
The city looked gray and old in the early light. It had 
stopped raining, but the air was as damp as a morning's wash. He walked 
aimlessly, stopping before unopened stores to peer unseeingly into 
windovrs, his vision obstructed at times by a film of tears. lfuy do I 
cry, he said to himself. He knew no ans,..ver. 
In the night he had thought of a conversation he had once had 
-vJi th Simon "Hoffi t. It had had to do with perspective as to size and he 
had called in monumentality. He even recalled parts of the conversa-
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tion he had had Vlith Simon. You could take ~ small and comparatively 
unimportant thing and~ it !!E. to ~ ~ 2z giving g_ monumentality ••• 
I feel that I--~~ problems--~~ unimnortant ~~~of dust ••• 
you're blowing the whole matter to ~~far beyond the imnortance of 
its proportions. 
And Simon had asked in a bmvildered voice, "What is so 
unimportant? It• s your life." 
Hy life, he thought. He felt the muscles of his face pulling, 
pulling and he was frightened with a sick feeling. lvrench at your mind, 
he said to himself. Tear at it. Grasp it away from thinking. Monument-
ality. That's safer. Now let's see. How can we go about pinpointing 
this term? He remembered vaguely having heard the word used in judging 
works of sculpture. That's not difficult, he thought. Besides, it 
gives me a destination. 
The drug-store where he stopped for coffee supplied him Vlith a 
telephone book. A city the size of Buffalo had to have a museum. Yes, 
it was here. lie became involved in a search for a museum of modern art, 
but he could not find such a listing. Perspective was what he wanted--
a bird1 s eye view of normality. A museum of natural science might have 
been interesting and the sight of a dinosaur's skeleton. Yet that would 
be gigantism, not monumentality. The size of the dinosaur's skeleton 
1-ras the size the dinosaur actually had been. Nobody had blown up the 
skeleton to proportions exceeding the original measurements. 
He spent the entire forenoon in the museum, by-passing Raphael, 
Renoir, and Hanet and absorbed by the more contemporary work of Henry 
Hoare and Jackson Pollock. Size was what fascinated him. In the case 
of Hoare he found only pictures of his larger works, particularly the 
Hadonna and Child created for a church in England. In the work of 
Pollock, he found no subject matter. The canvases seemed truly to be a 
result of holes punched in paint cans and dribbled over the surface. 
Some of the canvases were tremendous. 
He sat on a stone bench and thought about the work. A fountain 
in the center of the floor splashed greenly-lighted 1.vater. As he looked 
at the fountain, he saw its counterpart and he seemed to hear the foam-
ing roar of the great Falls. Just a fountain blown up, he thought. 
Good, he said to himself. It•s another destination. 
From the city of Buffalo, it is not a difficult matter to reach 
the Niagara Falls. Sight-seeing buses leave every hour; chauffeur-
driven limousines are available for hire; when business flourishes, even 
taxicabs are requisitioned. Somehow a bus seemed the most suitable for 
Lewis. The larger the size of that which he sought, the smaller he felt 
himself to be. And a bus is conducive to a feeling of smallness, of 
anonymity. He huddled into a corner and sat silently through the whole 
trip except for once when he sobbed aloud but immediately coughed into 
his handkerchief. 
He left the bus and walked along the parapet. Then he stopped 
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and leaned over the railing, gazing at the Falls. The enormity of the 
vision nwnbed his senses for a few moments. The waters pounded and 
crashed, frothed and boiled, spilling and seething in its vast descent 
into one angry, tremendous roar. Having encompassed all sound into 
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its embrace, as though it offered an exchange for what it took, the waters 
emitted a heavy, -vret spray more cohesive than a mist and spreading over 
the entire vicinity. 
He was awed by the magnitude of the Falls. In his absorption 
1·ri th size, he had not imagined a phenomenon of such proportions. Then 
as he stood there, he began to sob aloud. He knew that he sobbed aloud 
although no sound -vras audible against the roar of the waters. A great 
fright grew 1-ri thin him and he turned abruptly and left the scene. 
It was late when he returned to the city. He remembered he had 
not eaten and he found a restaurant that seemed clean and entered. It 
was self-service. He chose half of a chicken upon the advice of the 
counterman, but he had little appetite. ~Vhen he left the restaurant, it 
vras dark. The night -vras clear and it had turned warm again. I should 
have taken a lighter suit, he thought. The image of the light-weight 
suit hanging in his closet at home brought other associations. There 
1;-ras Barcia -vrhom he had not yet called. 
Barcia or Sylvia, he said to himself. Hhich shall I call? 
Barcia so afraid, cringing before what life might offer. Barcia ~<Ti th 
the lipstick crooked at one corner of her mouth. V'lho would tell her 
to straighten her lipstick, he thought. A great wave of fright shot 
through him. Somehow, insistence seemed reassuring. He went into a 
telephone booth and called Sylvia. 
"Lewis, 11 she said. "Lewis. V.lhere are you? Eugene is w·orried 
to distraction. And I've been so vrorried. How could you disappear this 
v.ray? Is anything >·rrong?" 
"I'm all right, 11 he said. 
"Hhere are you? Hhat were you doing all day? You've never 
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acted like this before. I don't understand," Her voice Has a personal reproach. 
''Is it me? Are you punishing me?" 
"Don't take it personally, Sylvia. It has nothing to do 1:ri.th 
you." 
"You -vlill go back to the hotel? And call Eugene. He's pacing 
back and forth i·rai ting to hear from you." 
"I'll go back," he said. 
"That• s fine. Listen, tomorrow don't leave his side. V.Till 
you promise me?" 
He had heard of a trick of hanging up in the middle of what 
you vmre saying so that the party on the other end would think it >vas a 
cut-off. 
"I wanted to tell you---n he began then hung the receiver on 
the hook. That's a dirty trick, he thought as he walked avray. But he 
Has smiling for the first time that day. 
It vras when he felt thoroughly dry that he realized his clothing 
had been dampened by the spray of the Falls. He smiled again and began 
to walk. He walked through the heart of the city, through the traffic 
that had thinned by this hour. Ahead a young man and girl vralked arm in 
arm. They paused by the -,;dndow of a je1-1elry store and she leaned her 
body against his. She's a svreet young girl, Le>·Tis thought. Young and 
fresh vnth that straight hair and those bangs. Still... The young man 
was pointing into the windo-vr and she smiled and glanced at him obliquely. 
They're born knovnng, Levns thought. 
At last he turned back to the hotel. The memory of the smell 
haunted him vTith a lingering distaste. Yet he approached the hotel 
almost with anticipation. In the corridor he breathed it in. There was 
a certain pleasantness attached to it. He remembered again the stor,y of 
the man turned into a cockroach and how he began to have a preference 
for rancid food, discarding the fresh food until it had spoiled. 
He heard the rustle of Eugene's bed before the light snapped 
on. Eugene's face was pale against the white bedclothes. 
"Hello," he said. 
Lewis stood awkwardly in the center of the room as though he 
were a burglar caught in the act of purloining. Eugene reached for a 
cigarette. 
"Queer sort of weather here," he said. ttYou'd expect a blo-vr 
from the lake. Cold, rainy. Suddenly, it's hot again." 
Le1ds stood there silently. 
"Hhere did I fail, Levns?n Eugene's fingers tightened on the 
cigarette. An indentation show·ed on the smooth white cylinder. "God 
know·s I tried. Could I have behaved more decently? Could I have been 
kinder?" 
Le1vis moved tow-ard his bed. "Give me up," he said. "I'm the 
failure." 
"I refuse to believe that. lle'll tr.r again. I'll go over the 
whole thing as soon as 1-Te get back. There's some pretty nice terri tor,y 
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I could give you. Perhaps you don • t like it here •••• •• 
"I looked at some paintings today by a man named Pollock. Some 
of his reputation is based on the size of his canvases. None of his 
stuff seems to have much meaning--just dabs of stuff dribbled all over. 
Do you knmv-, if the painting is too large for your taste, he cuts off 
a piece. Perhaps you have a particular size frame in which you want to 
fit your painting. Snip goes the canvas." 
"All right," Eugene said. "Hake your mm frame. 11 
"You think that you hurt my feelings. You caught an analogy 
but not the one I intended. Hy point is that, cut away as you may, the 
meaning of the canvas remains the same. Rather, the meaning remains 
unchanged. 11 
Eugene thought for a moment. "I'm afraid you've lost me." 
"It isn't important. You just -vrai t until I undress and then 
turn out the light and we'll both try to get a good night's sleep. 
That seems about the most important thing life can offer at this moment." 
"Lewis." Eugene • s voice was hesitant. m.{e can do anything you 
1vish tomorrm-1. If you want work we'll call on some customers. If not, 
we can take the day off. But promise you'll stay with me." 
Lewis felt an infinite sorrmv- and pity for Eugene. "Haven't 
you learned,'t he asked sadly, "that even in a promise there is no 
security?" 
The light was already extinguished and the darkness gave no 
response. I!e had asked Eugene a question and, to his extreme distress, 
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he bore the grief of the ansvrer himself. He lay awake all night brooding. 
In the night he cried, silently but rackingly. Once he thought of how 
he had hung up on Sylvia and his shoulders shook with silent laughter. 
Then the sobs possessed him again. The pillow was tear-sodden against 
his face. At one time, the panic was so great it seemed to truce form in 
his throat, almost suffocating him. vfuen he stole quietly from the room 
early the next morning, it Has because he was thoroughly frightened. 
A Hind had risen during the night and the day was cloudy again. 
He recognized the streets and the stores he passed as if he had knm,m 
them alw-ays. Even the faces of the people seemed familiar, early morn-
ing commuters perhaps who went this v.ray habitually. All the time he 
waDced tears ran from his eyes. He brushed them a.-ray in futile efforts 
to stop their flow. It seemed to him that people stopped in their course 
to turn and stare at him, but he savl them through a veil of tears. He 
could no longer bear it. 
A drug store supplied him with a classified directory. There 
was no special listing for psychiatrists. A paragraph under Doctors 
read: 
See specific headings ~ ~ 
Physicians and Surgeons M.D., 
Chiropodists--Podiatrists, Dentists, 
Optometrists, Physicians & Surgeons--
Osteopathic (D.O.), Veterinarians, Etc. 
AnY1-Jay, it was too early. He went over to the luncheonette 
counter and ordered black coffee, drin.l(ing it slm-rly bet-vmen puffs of 
his cigarette. The cup trembled in his hand, he noticed. Then he vlent 
back to the directo~. 
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There -vms a listing for the Buffalo Psychopathic Hospital. Hhat 
if they kept me there, he said to himself. He shook his head. He would 
not like that. Are you afraid, he asked himself. He kne1-1 that he was. 
He was afraid of the muscles in his face pulling down and the tears from 
behind his eyes so ready to wash through. He had a vision of himself 
being taken to a sanitorium and sitting there and crying, a gro1-1n man, 
and c~Jing and drooling do~m his chin crying and he could not erase the 
picture from his mind. It uould be better done privately. 
Back on the street, he walked slovTly along. Once he passed 
the Statler Hotel and decided to have a drink. The little black tables 
were empty, the green baize chairs stacked against the walls. The room 
was smoky but as if •-lith the smoke of forgotten cigarettes. A clock on 
the vmll pointed to eleven o'clock. A solita~J vThite-aproned 1-1aiter 
stared at him. 
"It•s a little early, sir. lle don't open till twelve." 
"1-lhere are the telephones," Lmds asked. 
The classified supplied him with a name, Dr. Ransome. He spoke 
very carefully into the telephone. 
"You don•t know me, doctor. I'm a stranger in this city. I 
would like to have you do me a favor. Could you give me the name of a 
good psychiatrist?" 
"Perhaps I could help you. 1ih.at seems to be the trouble1n 
Lewis hesitated. The person on the other end was reassuringly 
anonyrnous. 
"I think I'm having a nervous breakdcvm." 
The voice remained mild. 
"Are you sure? Hm-1 do you knovr?" 
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"That's a rather silly question, doctor," Lewis said impatiently. 
"I just know." 
The mildness chilled slightly. How foolish of me, Le~us 
thought. After all, it's I Hho want the favor. 
"I'm sorry," he said. "There doesn't seem to be a separate 
listing on psychiatrists.'' 
111ilell, wait a minute." 
After a moment, the voice returned v<ith a telephone number and 
a name. Dr. Graham. 
"He has a solid reputation. You might mention I reco:m.."llended 
him.t: 
"I •·fill. Thank you, doctor." 
Levns decided he would go to the office rather than to call. 
He found the address quickly enough novT that he had the name. He went 
outside and called a cab. 
"That building is in Niagara Square just around the corner," 
the clri ver said pointing. "Over there. On the right." 
The fact that the building was so close seemed like a remarkable 
coincidence to Levns. At last circumstances were easing for him. The 
way seemed to clear. Something of confidence returned to him and a little 
assurance. But he felt that he must hurry, that he w-ould miss out on 
something if he delayed. He quickened his steps and ran for the elevator 
inside the lobby. 
"Dr. Graham's office," he said to the operator, feeling the 
muscles within his stomach tense and rigid. 
The elevator hUll1!11ed loudly in its flight upward like the violin 
strings of a great orchestra being tightened before the performance. 
The elevator stopped and the hlli~ was transfused into the waiting-room of 
the doctor's office in a different pitch with a dissonance of voices. 
The room was crm-Jded with patients waiting their turn. Lewis approached 
the secretary, a squarely-built girl with beautiful white hands. He 
noticed her hands because all the while he spoke to her she continued to 
type, scarcely lifting her eyes from her work to offer her responses. 
The furniture of the office -vms modern and angular but the typeHri ter 
-vras a large, old Royal model and made a great deal of noise in operation. 
Upon his request to see the doctor, he was nodded into an inner 
office. At a desk was seated another secretary, or perhaps this was the 
only secretary and the other girl >·Tas merely a receptionist. In this 
office there 1-rere no patients waiting. 
"I'd like to see the doctor," he said to the girl. 
She made no answer but drew a blank card from inside her desk 
and began to write. She was a thin young woman with a narrm·T face and 
dark skin. 
"Your name and address please." 
"Please. I'm a stranger in the city. I just w·ant to see the 
doctor." 
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She looked up without expression. "I must have the information." 
He gave the hotel as his address and answered a few other 
questions. 
"What seems to be the trouble?" she asked finally. 
He looked at her. 
"The doctor requests this cursory information," she said 
impassively. "You see, it saves a little time at the first intervieH." 
"Hill I see him today?" 
She glanced at her book. "The first opening is three vreeks 
from today." 
pencil. 
"That• s impossible. I think I'm having a nervous breakdown." 
She remained impassive and made a note on the card. 
"Hovr do you knovr? 11 she asked, her gaze concentrated on her 
He felt dejected and hopeless in the face of her indifference. 
nv/ere you ever in love?" he asked unexpectedly. 
Her dark skin flushed and for the first time she looked at him 
as if she savr him. 
"HovT did you knovr you were in love?" he asked. "You just knew." 
Her eyes flicked, then she vrent back to her notes, resuming her 
impassivity like a garment. 
Yet he felt he was beginning to wear his breakdovm as an adorn-
ment like the undergraduate embryonic poet who goes visiting with his 
portable typeuri ter in his hand. He vras suddenly vTeary of the subject 
and no longer had any desire for a discussion vdth the doctor. 
"Perhaps I can push you in ahead," she said. "TomorrovT •••• " 
"I don't know if I' 11 be in the city. I may be going home. 
I' 11 call tomorrovr. 11 
"I feel uncertain about this," she said hesitantly. "Let me 
speak to the doctor." 
"I can't stay now," he said. "I'll surely call tomorrow." 
''l'lai t a minute.n 
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He turned and rushed from the office. For a moment he had 
feared she vTOuld put her hands upon him to detain him and he 1-muld have 
had to struggle with her. 
In the afternoon he wandered over the city. He walked into 
residential districts, sometimes into the streets lined with beautiful 
homes set into green lawns. Children played on the lmms and white-
aproned maids came to the ~oars with pitchers of milk and tr~s of 
cookies and called to the children. Everybody stared at him; and, when 
he put his hand to his chin, he found he was unshaven. Sometimes he 
wandered into dirty streets with dark brick tenement houses, treeless 
streets where children played in cemented courts. Here, too, the people 
stared at him and he wandered on. 
All this time he was thinking. He 1~s preoccupied with life 
and the meaning or purpose of life. He had had revelations before about 
the meaning of life and he had even dared to assume certain answers. 
Yet nmv- his mind blanked on any knowledge he may have gained previously. 
Like a particular word that escapes one but is tantalizingly close and 
is the only -vrord in the vocabula!"J that has the precise definition in 
its context, an elusive memory haunted him. 
~·Jhen he thought about Eugene, he felt a surge of pity. I 
could have supplied the answer so patly for Eugene, he said to himself. 
I could have given him back his self-justification. For he knevr noVT 
what key he held for Eugene. Yet the knowledge did not alienate him any 
further from Eugene. He was filled with compassion and--even--love; the 
very love he knew Eugene was struggling so hard to bestow. But his com-
passion was outside him, not a part of him, and could not interfere -vdth 
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the process he >vas evolving. It could only promote a call to the hotel 
to try to alleviate any anxiety Eugene might be undergoing. 
The hotel clerk spoke to him. 
"There are messages for you, Hr. !·feyerson. Hr. Hanning requests 
that you come back to the room, he will return every hour. And Hrs. 
Hanning has been calling and wants you to call her." 
"Is that all?" 
"Dr. Graham's office called. If you come in the doctor vlill 
give you an immediate appointment." 
Lewis thanked him and left a message for Eugene not to worry. 
It was all he could think of to say. Shall I call Sylvia, he asked him-
self. Again it was compassion that prompted him to dial long distance. 
Her voice was low and came from deep within her. 
"Please, Lewis. Come back. Come back home." 
11I'm all right,rt he said. "You mustn't worry." 
"Don't you knoH you're killing me? I have to touch you. I 
can't breathe if I can't touch you." 
111de 1 d have to stop anyv1ay, Sylvia. That•s something you must 
recognize.rt 
He heard her indra1m breath. 
"Do you realize what you're saying?" she Hhispered. "I don•t 
dare to analyze everything you're implying. An~vay, I don't want to 
analyze. I want you. Le1ds, I'll do anything. Just name it, darling. 
Anything, an~vhere." 
He heard her Nith the part that w-as outside himself. 
"Sylvia, will you call Barcia? Tell her not to -vmrry." 
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"Le-vns," she said, and her voice fell. "All right,n she said. 
"I 1dll call her. 11 
"Thanks, darling." 
He hung up. 
And now he 1.-ras free. Free to think and free to concern himself 
-vnth his problem. The only desire he had v1as to pursue the evasive 
thread that haunted him. He felt that his preoccupation 1dth size on 
the previous day had had possibilities he had not finished. He decided 
to return to the Falls. 
It v-ras dusk 1-rhen he stood at the railing engulfed once again 
by the roar of the waters. As far as he could widen his eyes, the Falls 
covered more than his vision. The size is tremendous, he thought. And 
he thought of a single drop of water and hm-rinfinitesimal it Has compared 
'irith all the drops that multiplied into this monumental, thundering mass 
of foaming, boiling >vater. Then he likened himself to a drop of water 
set into the universe, a single man alone counting for as much in the 
universe as the drop of water counted to the Falls. Yet the same sub-
stances of Hhich the drop consisted were contained in the Falls. 
It seemed to him then that, at last, he grasped the essence of 
the meaning of life. "Han must strive to raise and uplift the species," 
he said aloud into the thunder. "l1an has God for his model, and man 
must strive to form himself into the image of God." He shouted sound-
lessly into the roar. "To be like God. To be like God. Can one ever 
be like God?" no, he told himself sad~y. This is not possible. Then 
man must fail. Yet man must try and persist. 
And he knew that in the struggle lay the meaning and purpose of 
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life. As long as man struggled and tried to raise himself, his life 
had purpose. I no longer care to struggle, he told himself. In business, 
in a social life, or in love, I will never be a God. So my life is 
finished. 
He did not knovJ hmv long he stayed by the roaring waters. 
t'Jhen he walked away, his clothing 1-J"as wet through to the skin. The 
thought of catching cold worried him for a moment, then he remembered and 
smiled. All night he walked. Sometimes he sat on a bench he passed, 
then he walked again. No1f that he had resolved his problem, his mind 
was at rest. But he -vrent over and over the sarne ground, arriving al1-J"ays 
at the same conclusion. The meaning lay in the struggle. He no longer 
cared to struggle. 
He vralked through the night into the morning. Hhen the stores 
opened, he made a purchase. His decision to return to the room vras 
based on the smell. The smell dre-vr him, enticed him back. In the cor-
ridor he breathed in the smell in deep, grateful gulps. He opened his 
mouth as if he were t~~ing great bites, then closed his jaws and 
svrallovred. 
Somehow, he had knmm Eugene would not be in the room. There 
vras a note under the door. 
Levns. I've gone to ~ for you. If you~ back, for 
God's ~' please wait here. I'll be back in~~· Eugene. 
Eugene -vmuld alvrays struggle, he thought, and he smiled. 
Eugene, Hho Hanted to be God. 
In the lmver corner, the time ·was 1:.rritten, .2.:12• Levris looked 
at his Hatch. .2.!..2..2· He had forty minutes. 
He arranged the chair under the iron stake that -vms set so high 
on the 1..rall. Then he opened his package and dre~-r out the rope. Care-
fully, he formed the noose. He thought of a fare1vell note then decided 
against it. Ever-Jthing took so much time. Now he was ready. 
At the last minute, 1vith his toe barely touching the chair, 
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he remembered the convention in the city and the scarcity of hotel rooms. 
Eugene 1-rould probably have to stay the night and make all the arrange-
ments for shipping. He could scarcely stay here. No, he thought. This 
I m-re to Eugene--a hotel room. His feet reached for the chair again, but 
the chair had slipped away. His toe touched the chair, pushed it, then 
groped--and groped--and groped--. 
CIL\PTER XJ! 
Three >-reeks after Lewis Heyerson' s suicide, old Hrs. Beyers on 
died. She died sitting in the chintz-covered rocking chair in the 
living-room during her afternoon nap. Perhaps a mouse had frightened 
her, she had always been deathly afraid of them and that vmek they had 
seen two, Polly said, and had tried to keep the report of their 
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presence from her. If, upon opening her eyes, she had seen then scamp-
ering across the room, she might have made a great effort to lift her 
foot from the floor, an effort that >vas too costly for her pale strength. 
Or perhaps, not awakening, she might have had a nightmare, and the friGht 
born of the dream might have been as fatal to her weak heart as if the 
imagined event had been an actuality. Or perhaps she had merely slipped 
a1:ray as peacefully as the calmness of her face in death suggested. 
"~·lhy analyze?" Eugene said to Polly. "It comforts me to think 
her end was peaceful." 
Yet, rather than a peaceful death, he secretly thought she had 
merely given up, had relinquished the last lingering resources of that 
indomitable courage and will to fight and had let slip through her 
fingers the dim remnants of her life. 
On the night of her death, the family assembled in the living-
room of the old house. Some friends were there also, Simon Hoffit; 
Barcia, 1-1ho had given up her apartment and had moved back into the house; 
and Hr. Diamond, Eugene's father-in-law, >vho had been living there for 
some time. It was Simon who had phoned the undertaker and had made 
arrangements for the funeral which took place the next morning. 
It was a large funeral. Hany people came from the town, 
neighbors and friends whom Hrs. Heyerson had kno-vm through the years. 
And there were business acquaintances associated with both Hr. Heyerson 
and now Eugene. Polly had the members of her organizations and Eugene 
and Aaron each had his ovm follovli.ng. It vJaS a sad funeral although 
there was no hysteria. Polly cried bitterly, an unceasing release. 
For whom does she cry, Eugene thought, for I-1ama or for herself? 
He sa1v Polly's life as empty and arid. Hama had been her 
raison d' etre. He sa1v Arnie, her son, prir.1 and straight in a ne-.;·r blue 
suit but with restless eyes. Even stationary, his body suggested mobil-
ity like the figure of a i,Vinged Victory caught and molded into a perma-
nent substance yet vrhose very lines floH in an infinite flight. Arnie 
had evaded Polly until, finally, he escaped her. Hith her hand on his 
shoulder she touched nothing, and the knovrledge was on her face an:lin 
her tears. 
On Polly's right stood Simon Hoffit, his arm crooked ready to 
support her elbovr if she appeared to need his aid. \vatching them, 
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Eugene thought again hovr sui table it >vould be. ~vlhat vras wrong with Simon, 
that he had never married? And why tv-as it that bachelorhood viewed led 
to mental accusations of sterility or impotence or vrorse7 vlasn•t there 
a book somewhere called~~ Girl Harries? 1rlhen a man marries. ~fny 
a man marries. Or does not. 
The eulogy vms being spoken. Guiltily, Eugene s1vung his 
thoughts back to his mother, the woman who lay in the coffin. He listened 
to her life unfolded in elegiac tones. Goodness vras the motif, and sim-
plicity. Or vrere the two synonymous? 
His eyes strayed and v.rere held by Barcia dressed in black and 
standing alone. He had not vranted to look at Barcia. Yet, against his 
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will, his gaze fastened on her profile as she looked straight ahead, 
unaware of him. Tragedy is best expressed in the mouth, he thought. 
The shape of Barcia's mouth now reminded him of something. Sylvia's 
mouth had looked like that the night he arrived home after Lewis •••• 
Well, Sylvia had been fond of Lewis. It had been a shock to everybody. 
Even he, Eugene, had not yet recovered. 
Where did I fail? 
---
There had been a debate about Paul's youth and whether he 
should be present at the funeral of his grandmother. Two factors helped 
to form the decision. The presence of Arnie, of a comparative age, ;.-muld 
make the absence of Paul a matter of comment; and, as Eugene was unfor-
tunately a-.vare, any comment about him in the Heyerson family leaned 
alvmys toward the unfavorable. Then, Sylvia had been too unwell to come. 
For a fleeting moment, once again, the shape of Sylvia's mouth (The grim 
shape of things ~ ~' who said that or was the line a distortion?) 
pressed against his inner vision. Did Paul's slight body, standing 
timidly between himself and Aaron, compensate for the absence of Sylvia? 
The eulogy was nearing the end. A sigh was heard inthe crowd, 
a restless movement, a whisper. Aaron raised his head and looked back 
angrily. A justifiable anger, Eugene thought; and as though, if anger 
were to be expressed, it was Aaron's undisputed privilege to do the 
expressing. Between Aaron and himself, Aaron seemed the victor by this 
expression. I have reached for more than bread, said Aaron's bearing, 
I have reached for my soul. But Aaron had not formulated a fair compe-
tition, Eugene told himself. Aaron, by remaining in the old house and 
by having his place of business just off the main street in the City had 
placed himself outside the position of a competitor. In the same way, 
one could not say a flower was prettier than a butterfly's wing. They 
were bro different concepts and would not bear comparison with each 
other. The choice would depend upon preference or vrhich struck a 
stronger chord of sympathy. Aaron and he had different ways of life. 
By refusing to compete, Aaron had lost for himself the right to say he 
had entered the same contest of life and had emerged the victor. 
The eulogy was finished, Eugene realized at the same time that 
he became aware that he had not heard the end. ~ that is born of 
woman hath but ~ short time to live? vJhat of woman born of woman? How 
account for the fact that at the very conclusion of her body's assigna-
tion of space above the earth, her son's thoughts had been everyvrhere 
except upon that very form whose wasted remains, recumbent in the gray 
oak coffin beside the fresh grave, was the reason itself for his 
presence? So soon forgotten? ~ King is dead! Long live the King! 
But~ will fill your mother's place, Nellie? A mother's heart •••• 
His mother's heart had been pure. 
}IT. Diamond mourned beside him along the slow retreating line. 
"Where is Sylvia, my son?" His head stilled momentarily from 
the mourner's ceaseless nodding, he whispered the question looking 
straight ahead and scarcely moving his lips like the puppeteer who 
cleverly conceals his manipulations lest the game be spoiled. 
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"She isn't well, Papa. I left her in bed. The shock of Le-t·Tis ••• 
1rfell, He were all affected. Sylvia is a person who never could accept 
life s-vrerving from the pattern she designs. She had made up her mind 
that we could help Lewis. Perhaps she saw herself as Lady Bountiful. 
• 
iNhatever the reason, the whole concept was extremely gratifying to her. 
She can't accept the shattered image." 
Hr. Diamond nodded. "It was a bad thing. It takes time---
everfihing takes time. 11 
The direction of his head's movements changed. It shook now 
from side to side, v.rhether in com;':liseration or disapproval it was im-
possible to tell. They passed through the gate and onto the dirt road, 
the dust rising in little swells under their feet, the sun hot and fierce 
through their black clothing. 
"You'll co~e back to the house." Anna moved among the family. 
"Come back to the house. He'll have a bite to eat." 
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Eugene spent the week of mourning in the old house. The fa.--nily 
vras together again, Eugene, Aaron and Polly with Anna, Barcia who was 
living in the house again, and Hr. Diamond whom Polly had asked to remain. 
Eugene shared a room with Arnie and, twice, Paul remained overnight. 
Simon r·loffi t dropped in every evening. The family relationship had 
changed. They seemed close again with feelings cvarmed and inosculated, 
an anastomosis of the entire system of vessels containing the blood that 
radiated in the wide arc forming the Heyerson family. Jointly, they sat 
in slippered feet and received visitors who came offering condolences. 
As from one heart, they accepted mumbled words of sympathy. If the words 
-vmre offered to Aaron, vTi th a movement of his head he waved them into 
the air to fall upon Polly and Eugene that they might receive their share. 
They were orphans, children again, bereft of their parents and clinging 
to each other for v1armth and light • 
Barcia stopped him one morning as he descended the stairs before 
breakfast. The rest of the family were already seated in the kitchen. 
Their voices had a rustling sound coming through the swinging door in 
back of the slightly curved staircase. The smell of coffee and hot 
muffins was in the air. Eugene looked at Barcia, at the dark circles 
under her eyes, the mouth set in those tragic lines with her lipstick 
slightly smudged in one corner. He was sorry for her, but he was sor!'"'J 
too that they had met here alone and that he foresaw the unavoidability 
of talking to her about Lewis. 
"Eugene," she said as if she read his thoughts. "You mustn't 
try to escape me. I realize v;hat you must have been through--up there. 
But it consoles me to be near you. The last person to •••• " 
She stopped and turned her head away. Then she smiled. 
ttit isn't morbid or tragic--this desire to talk to you about ••• 
it. It's just that I have an irresistible urge to talk about Lewis." 
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"I tried to tell you everything tha.t happened,,. he said heavily. 
"I won't deny that I prefer not to discuss it any more. Just thinking 
about it distresses me to the point of illness. However, I do understand 
ho-v1 it is >ri.th you. If there's any point that isn't clear ••• if I can 
help ••• if there's anything you don't understand ••• " he stopped. "That 
is, if I understand ••• " 
She shook her head as if to erase his words, wiping them off 
the slate of having happened. 
"There's another thing that consoles me," she said. "Sylvia 
called me that last night. He had spoken to her and asked her to give 
me a message. He said to tell me he was all right. I know he was try-
ing to tell me something, that he had some special meaning." 
"VJhy did he tell it to Sylvia?" he asked. 
"Don't you see, that must have been part of it. Let-ris knew 
that I had been imagining things--my imagination has always been too 
vivid, I construe a situation in my mind and feel as horrible about it 
as if it 1r1ere actually true--this was his way of telling me." 
Eugene digested this. "Of telling you what?" 
"I don't know." 
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They had moved, while talking, to the foot of the staircase, 
Eugene standing one step above her. She seemed little and helpless, an 
ineffectual doll, clinging with both hands to a decent memory she had 
salvaged from the wreckage, that she alone had rummaged for and discovered. 
She's a woman who needs a man, he thought. Perhaps Simon Hoffit. Once 
he had contemplated Simon for Polly. But he saw that Polly was too strong. 
Polly had discovered herself and her proper values so well that she needed 
nobody. A man needs a woman who needs him. Barcia was so wea~ and 
clinging. 
Later, as he ate his breakfast, he thought of what Barcia had 
said. It was obvious what situation her imagination had construed. 
Hr. Diamond had hinted that Barcia was unhappy. If he, Eugene, had never 
credited an unfavorable relationship betlrreen Lewis and Sylvia, it was be-
cause his imagination had never been capable of conjuring an image of 
them together. The thing was impossible. He realized what the message 
had conveyed to Barcia. Lewis saying he 1rras all right, and saying it 
through Sylvia, meant that he ~ all right about Sylvia. In the very 
process of being unwilling to voice this interpretation even to herself, 
Barcia admitted it-by unconscious innuendo. 
His imagination. The opening of the door. The shock. The 
blood-freezing, entrail-knotting sight. 
"You're not eating your muffin, Eugene," Anna said. "They're 
baked fresh this morning." 
"Don't cluck, Anna," Polly said cheerfully. "Arnie will make 
up for Eugene's lack of appetite." 
She looked with amusement at her son, sto~Qng aw~ muffins 
with a solid, methodical system. Break the muffin in half, a dab of 
butter, two of jam, three mouthfuls and then reach for another. A 
smear of jam on his cheek showed wine-colored and darker than the ruddy 
stain beneath the skin. Eugene followed her gaze, conscious of her 
attempt at kindness; hearing, as audibly as if she had said them aloud, 
her thoughts, Don't pressure Eugene. After all,he found the body. 
HPaul may be over later," he said. "This afternoon.n 
Arnie glanced up momentarily from his muffins, then reswned 
his eating. 
"That' s nice, It Polly said cheerfully. 
He could analyze the medicine with which Polly dosed herself; 
he could almost guess the proportions. One part tolerance, one part 
kindness, one part good spirits, with a dash of consideration. This was 
the magic formula, the panacea that evaded the disturbances of life too 
filled with emotions. It was better to 1r1eigh your values, then budget 
them, placing them in envelopes in the proper amounts. 
Hhere was his evasion? 
That afternoon Eugene spoke to Polly and Aaron about the 1dll. 
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The terms were simple, consisting mostly of the disposal of the building. 
Eugene said he was vnlling to abide by the decision of an impartial 
person to decide the amount to be paid to each of them in order to ob-
tain the sole mmership of the building. He suggested Simon I·1offi t. 
"I'm not taking issue with you about Simon," Polly said hes-
itantly. "I understand your intention is to act honorably. But do you 
think Simon is--well--qualified to evaluate a building?" 
"Perhaps not," Eugene agreed. "Simon, however, knows very 
well 1·rhere to go for infomation. To ascertain a fair valuation is not 
difficult. Simon has the necessary objectivity yet understands enough 
of the family situation to lean a little if he must. There can be no 
accusation of prejudice in my favor, since he is more your friend than 
mine." 
"It's fair," Aaron said. "I agree ... 
Eugene felt it was evident that he was attempting a complete 
reconciliation. On their part, Aaron and Polly advanced to meet him. 
Yet there could be no true reconciliation. Like a man lost on a vast 
desert and attempting to retrace his footsteps in the sand, he found 
erased the distinguishing footprints leading back to the destination 
from -.rhich he had started. Yet, if he had found the path leading back, 
would he have recognized the destination? Tvlas it not true that there 
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was no going back because, even as the present is dynamic verging into 
the future, the past shifts before our eyes shedding or donning its many-
colored coats according to our perspective? 
I1Jhere was back? A change of 1vind and the grains of sand •·muld 
cover the footprints. And to what was forward? To what purpose or aim 
could he direct his steps? \fith the death of Lewis Heyerson had come a 
cessation of motivation, a drained emptiness in his mind and in his body. 
Lewis had been his libation, the agent for his supplication. What was 
the reason for his failure? He had poured out love to Lewis and LeHis 
had turned this love aside. Yet he had been convinced that love vJas the 
answer, and his conviction was not dimmed by the bluntness of failure. 
He spoke to Hr. Diamond, seeking from the old man's wisdom 
even a word. 
"vlasn•t I good to Lewis, Papa?" he asked. 
11How do we know what goes on in another man's soul?u Hr. 
Dia.'llond said gently. "Face the truth, my son. It made you feel good to 
help him. So you helped yourself." 
"Haybe that• s true, Papa. But if we reason a-vray kindness and 
our motives for kindness, vrhat•s left? ltJhy should 1ve strive to be good 
if vTe do a1·ray with a standard of goodness?" 
Hr. Diaraond shook his head. "I don't go in the corners so 
easy now. I don't follovr it dmm so good maybe, like I used to." He 
touched the palm of his hand to his forehead lightly. '~fJhat you mean 
maybe is a purpose. Well, we are not worthy to have a purpose. That is 
God's business, not ours. 1:fe can only try to be worthier--to be better 
than ourselves." 
11But •••• n Euge~e stopped. The old man had given him all he 
was capable of giving. There 1;-ras no use in finishing the question ex-
cept to himself. To try for worthiness then destroy the effort with 
logic? Could a man deny the mechanism of which he consisted? Could he 
be other than what he vras? It was true, it was all true. He had tried 
to use Le1ris as a pa1m for the salvation of his own soul. By helping 
' 
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Lewis, he had tried only to help himself. Then if everything he vrould 
try to touch Hith love vrould relate back to love for himself alone, 
Hhat did that do to a Hord like redemption? 
There is such a word, he thought. There must be an answer. 
To give up is to do as Lewis •••• 
He saw ahead a long future 1rTithout a reason. He felt cold 
and alone. If Sylvia were here. In spite of the number of friends who 
had visited to condole with the family in mourning, all w·eek the 
Heyerson house had ivhispered of the absence of one person. 
Sylvia had not come. She was ill, Paul said, and her voice 
over the telephone was a verification. 
"I'll come if you like, Eugene,tt she said, "but this morning 
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I got out of bed to go to the bathroom, and I felt so weak I almost fell." 
"lfuat does the doctor say? ~Jhat•s the matter 1-1ith you?" 
"Oh, doctors." 
"It looks terrible, Sylvia." He could not help the outburst. 
"People are wondering. After all, not once •••• " 
fiThat•s not important. I don't care about that.n She started 
to cry. "Eugene, I feel so sick." 
"Shall I leave? I' 11 come home." 
"I'll only feel 1r10rse. It's bad enough that I'm not fulfilling 
my obligations. Don't make me take you from yours. Please. Please." 
He had never been able to argue with her. He could not endure 
arguing with her as he could not endure analyzing the cause of her ill-
ness. Even Barcia had not taken it like this. 
He pushed the thought away. 
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\Jhen he rose from the telephone, he felt unhappy and distraught. 
Simon Moffit, passing through the hall, looked at him and stopped. 
"Can I mix you a drink, Eugene? I'm not an experienced bar-
tender, I'm afraid, but I could try. I don't drink myself but I never 
saVJ anything in my life like VJhat one drink can do for a person." 
Eugene smiled vli"'Jly. "Does it show that much?" He had a 
sudden impulse. "Simon, I vronder if you'd do me a favor. Sylvia isn't 
Hell. That's the reason she hasn't been here and it's also the reason 
I may look pale. She doesn't want me to leave, but I'd feel so much 
better if you would go to see her. Tomorrow or even the next day >·muld 
be all right. 1rfill you talk to her? She wnn•t see a doctor. Find out 
vrhat•s wrong." 
He was aware of Simon's hesitation. 
"Sylvia may resent my interference. I'm not altogether sure 
she likes me." 
"Nonsense. Everybody thinks well of you, Simon." 
Again Simon hesitated. 
"I'm a little afraid of Sylvia, I guess. I've never kno1-m 
anyone quite like her. I al>·J-ays feel a little---gauche in her presence." 
He has a quality of perpetual innocence, Eugene thought. The 
original Adam in the original Eden to whom all is wondrous and fresh 
and new. He never ceases to marvel at the wonders of life---he wonders 
perpetually at an ever-renevQng Creation. It•s as if, to Simon, all has 
just been created and he sees everything as if for the first time with 
the eyes of discovery. This is his innocence and this is the secret of 
his joy. And this is his charm. 
"I'll go,"· Simon said all at once. ttit isn't certain that 
I'll be of much help, but I will t~." 
The promise reassured Eugene. lfuen he went with Aaron to the 
evening prayers at the Temple, as he did every evening during the mourn-
ing period, he felt lighter as if a worry had been erased from his mind. 
For the first time, praying with the book in his hand, he sa1-v the ·Horcis 
as if with Simon's eyes, discovering their rneaning and groping, perhaps, 
for a personal message. 
£Lord, !_~out the ~ and fret and littleness of things 
that !_ may feel myself alone with Thee in the silence. As a child 
yields itself to living~' !_yield myself to Thee, asking~ nothing, 
complaining about nothing. lfuat if ~ labor is hard, what kf_ !El. lot is 
humble, what if my dreams ~ into futile tears, if only there is the 
peace of Thy nearness in ~heart. There comes to ~ in the stillness, 
despite the terror ~tumult of life, ~trust in §;.goodness that 
nourishes the ~ of the grassblade, that glows in the flaming star, 
and attains fulfillment in the soul of man. How healing ~strengthen-
ing is this communion ~Thee, Q_ God! If only !_could alHays abide 
in it! ~!_must go forth again to the struggle for daily bread, to 
the restlessness of desire ~ the ~ of pain, to the disillusionment 
of dreams that never come true. 
He raised his eyes 't-ri thout finishing the page. Struggle? 
Yes, he knm.; the struggle of life. He had a vision of his mother as she 
lay on her bed and he heard again her voice as she said to him, "You 
fight too hard, Eugene." Perhaps he had fought too hard with Lewis. 
Yet he could not feel that he must give up struggling. To do that would 
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represent another form of suicide. Yet in what direction must he 
struggle? 
When he returned to the I'1eyerson house, he found that Paul had 
come. The boy stood on the porch vii th his grandfather, both of them 
watching for his approach. 
"Hother is feeling better, Dad," Paul offered shyly. 
He smiled and passed his hand over the boy's shoulder. 
"He's a good boy," Hr. Diamond said. "And that's the right 
way. A son should be like the father, only better." 
Eugene nodded with understanding. After all, Paul -vras an ex-
tension of himself. Suddenly, he felt an excitement vlithin himself. 
"Papa," he said to the old man. "It isn't enough to do the 
best we can-->ve have to do better. vle must make ourselves better than 
we are." 
He sav; them staring at him in bemlderment, the old man and 
the boy. He almost laughed aloud. It was Paul--the ans-vrer vras in Paul. 
He must form the son to be better than the father. Only in this way 
could he fulfill the better part of himself which ;.v-as Paul. But he 
must not Ivai t until it was too late--he must start nm·r. 
"Come here, Paul," he said. He put his arm around his son. 
"What did you do today?" 
"Nothing much. Played ball in the afternoon." 
His mind -was occupied mth plans. There were morals and a 
sense of values. These things would have to be instilled properly. 
"How did you do?" he asked absently. 
The boy's face fell. 
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"We lost." 
The secret "\vould be to ~ Paul into the sort of person who 
would instinctively seek the higher value. 
"You should do more reading, Paul. You mustn't neglect books 
just because it's your summer vacation. I want you to start tomorrow·. 
And let me see exactly what you read." 
Unexpectedly, Paul's eyes filled with tears. 
"I couldn't help it. I did the best I could. I just can't 
hang on to the ball long enough to make it stick." 
He turned, shaking off his father's hand, and started for the 
door. 
"Where are you going, Paul? 11 
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But the screen door slammed, and only the sound of Paul's feet 
vras heard running across the hall and then to the stairs, up, up, and up. 
CHAPTER X"~li 
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The summer has changed her face, Simon Hoffit thought as he 
waited for Sylvia in the living-room of her home. Alreacty the burning, 
fierce heat of mid-surnr.1er had passed; August crawled toward a rainy close. 
A damp chill fro:n the sea penetrated the room and a smell of semreed hung 
in the air. Beyond the vrindow, the sand vms a long, lo-v1-tided stretch 
of ocean-debris reaching to the sea vrhich spra11'led gray and ponderous be-
neath a heavy sky. 
Simon remembered the last time he had been here with Lewis. 
He had come as a supplicant to ask for help for Lewis and had remained 
to -vmtch a woman struggle for control of a man. But Sylvia had lost--
the man had evaded her finally and no pursuit could bring him back. \·las 
this illness nm1' a channel into 't1'hich her defeat had taken her? 
Tdhen Sylvia entered the room, he thought by very contrast of 
the last time he had seen her, at the dinner party when she had glit-
tered in the white dress with her hair shining like mahongany 't·ri th 
reddish highlights. She had changed subtly, her hair shone still but 
dully uithout elasticity, the very lines of her body seemed to have 
thickened, and the contours of her face were sharp and angular. He was 
aware instantly of a hostility in her greeting. 
"I t-Tould have thought the condolence calls should be paid 
quite far from here. Is it that you are conscious of a fine distinction?" 
vfu.ere, in another woman, sarcasm would have rasped her voice, 
the innate sweetness of Sylvia's tones remained clear and soft. 
"Eugene asked me to come,n he said quickly. "He's very 
worried." 
Her voice fell. "I guessed that curiosity was your motive." 
He pretended innocence. "Hhat difference w-ould that make?" 
She shrugged. "I don't suppose I ever had a secret fror1 you." 
She turned back tovrard the doorvray. "Shall I mix us some 
drinks? Hhat a relief to have somebody to share a drink. I've become 
quite expert, too." 
She \vent into the kitchen and returned shortly 1r1i th tHo tall, 
frosted glasses. She watched him carefully v1hile he tasted his. 
"I have a secret about this too," she said. "One must mix 
the drink in a glass that is larger than the drink. A thin glass. 
Then plenty of ice. HoH do you like it?n 
"Delicious." 
She shivered. 
"Did I say something Hrong?" he asked in alarm. 
"That Hord," she said, smiling tremulously. "It has 
connotations." 
nsylvia,n he said. "Don't tell me." 
"I 1von•t. Not just yet." Her voice -vras a long, faint gasp. 
"It vlill come out. It must. But slmvly. 11 
He sipped his drink then stared into the rim. She began to 
talk. 
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"I was very ugly vrhen I Has a child," she said. "I >·ras skinny, 
and I had red hair, much brighter than it is now, and my face was covered 
Hi th freckles. n 
"You • re feeling sorry for yourself," Simon said. "You gre1-1 up." 
Her hand w·ent to her hair in an unconscious gesture. She 
shrugged again. 
"I used to lose my breath when I saw Lewis Neyerson," she 
continued after a moment. "He Has very handsome. You remember. I was 
the skinny, redheaded kid and he never noticed me. He used to walk dovm 
the street, past the drug-store where I'd be having a soda and all the 
girls would turn and look at him. And I'd be embarrassed because I'd 
been caught having a soda like a little glutton and the stuff vmuld 
stick in my throat and I could feel my face getting bright red sitting 
there vrith the tHo straws in my mouth and feeling like a fool. But it 
didn't really matter because he never looked at me." 
"But you grew up," Simon persisted. "These things happen to 
everybody." 
She smiled. "I know. I didn't think of him for years before 
I savr him again. 11 
She looked at him as if she would draw his understanding from 
within him. He remembered the insatiable urge she had always had to 
communicate her meaning and he thought that he was in for it. Did Levns 
listen to her, he •·mndered. 
It vras as if she had read his thoughts. "I could talk to 
Lewis by the hour," she said. "He made me think and feel deeply as I 
used to 1-1hen I was a girl. He made me feel hmnan but better than human 
as if I soared on clouds. He talked to me in a way that other people 
don't talk." 
He became a little impatient. "I've seen Eugene • s devotion 
to you. 11 
"Eugene places his feet so firmly on the ground." She lo1-rered 
her eyes to her hands lying white and graceful one above the other on 
237. 
her lap. He follovTed her gaze and he noticed the length and delicacy 
of the Hay the hand joined and <vas part of the -vTrist. A thrill shot 
through him. 
Suddenly she laughed in a careless Hay. 
"You 1 re imagining that I -vms in love 1d th him. Is it so strange 
to become tired of the stupid humdrum conversations people have -vnth each 
other? I once read that most people Halk through life like the cream on 
a bottle of milk. If you don't tvnst the bottle, you never see the 
cream mixing through to the bottom. For so many years, I've heard the 
saine obvious cornrnents and remarks, all exactly as you might predict be-
fore the person said them.u 
"You can become quite weary of the revolutionaries," he said. 
She looked at him in an intense way, as if she -vrere still 
striving to convey her meaning. 
"I enjoy touching bottom." 
For some reason, the old anger returned. He was angered by 
the whiteness of her skin and by the intensity of her emotion that used 
him as a sounding board without actually realizing him as a person. 
"Does touching bottom involve not being capable of facing the 
realities of life?" he asked. 
After the first startled silence, her voice was surprisingly 
soft. 
"How cruel you can be. I've never thought of you this ·way." 
He would have thought the trend of her conversation had been 
repulsed. Yet, after a fe-vr moments, she began to talk about Lewis again, 
speaking in large, vague generalities and not conveying any vivid image 
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of a relationship that he could visualize. He was reminded of Barcia 
during the week and her incessant talk about Lm-Tis, and he vras forced 
to realize that his death must have had a similar effect upon them. 
Then he 1vas ashamed of what he had said, and his shame pushed him again 
to1-1ard anger. 
"You're suggesting that LevTis helped deepen your perception," 
he said. 
She looked at him attentively. "I think you do understand." 
"Understand ivhat ?" he asked bluntly. "These are only 1-rords or 
names of words. You've told me nothing." 
"\Jhat•s so difficult? He drew a depth from me I d..i.dn't knoH I 
-vras capable of. Eugene, you must admit, is a materialistic person. 11 
She stopped and thought. "Have I been that too? \'fell, no matter. You've 
suggested that Lewis couldn't face the realities of life. Hhat he 
couldn't face -..vas forcing himself into the mold of ordinariness. He 
talked to me about identity--his own and mine. i1fi th him, I had a chance 
of finding rny identity. Now that he's gone, I am lost." 
"That's not true," he said. And then, as if in spite of him-
self, "I never kne1,1 anyone like you in my life." 
She turned her face to him, her eyes softening. "Lewis once 
said that." 
He rose to his feet quickly. "Goodbye. Thanks for the drink. 
I'll be sure to keep your secret about the tall, thin glasses." 
1-Jhen he was outside the house, he could not remember Hhether 
she had said another word. He lifted his hand in the air before his eyes 
and 1vatched vvi th a kind of perverted pleasure the slight tremor. 
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NoH again he was obsessed with the thought of her. It -vras as 
if the essence of her had spread and diffused itself, saturating every 
pore of his skin. He pictured her Hith LeHis and he thought, I won't see 
her again. And again he thought, I'm ~~ong. For two people to have slept 
together, their souls should have touched. From the generalities in 
1-vhich Sylvia had indulged herself, hoH could he deduce such a conclusion? 
He could not deny the violence of Sylvia's emotion for Lewis. 
HoH vms she a -vroman to alloH herself such a passion? And -vrhy Lewis? He 
could not understand it. The logic of the reasons Sylvia had given ex-
plained nothing. 1.Jas it simply love she had sought--an adjunction to the 
devotion she received from Eugene? You can pour love into a person who 
is like a sieve, he said to himself. You have to keep pouring to re-
plenish it. Even though he -vras not satisfied Hi th this final analysis, 
he nade up his mind he "!tTOUld not visit her again. 
She crept into his thoughts at odd moments, vrhen he was conibing 
his hair or tying his shoelace. Even -vrhen he did not think of her con-
sciously, she -vras there at the back of his mind. He began to vie>f events 
that happened through v.rhat he supposed her perspective might be. He 
stored up anecdotes that he might sometime relate to her. 
And he despised·himself. 
ltJhen she called him Hithin a few days, he offered no resistance 
to her offer of lunch. They met at a tearoom and they were served dainty 
sandwiches that made him smile when he sa-vr them. 
anyway." 
"They're not very substantial,n she said indecisively. 
"They're fine. It doesn't matter. Food doesn't interest me 
240. 
"I kno·w how that can be." 
She wore a simple white linen dress, high at the neck but 
slashed and plunging into the center of her breasts. She kept fingering 
the opening nervously as if she had not realized the implications when 
she had first worn the dress and was sorry now. Then she dropped her 
hand and forgot about the dress. 
"I have to explain something to you," she said. 
"You don't have to apologize for calling me." 
"Don't be silly. I had to call you." 
He digested that for a moment. 
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"It's about Lewis," she 1-rent on. "I don't thin.l< you understand." 
"It's not important," he said over the pang of disappointment. 
"But I haven't clarified VJhat he vras to me." 
111:las he your lover?" he asked bluntly. 
She stiffened then she laughed. 
11If that were true, do you thin.l< I would admit it? So if I 
deny it, how can you believe me? It's a pointless question." 
"Not at all. At least you're aware that it's in my mind. If 
you ever feel like talking about it, you know I'm ready to listen." 
"I do feel like talking about Lewis," she said. "I have so 
much to say. I used to save things to tell him when I saVI him." 
Et tu, he thought. 
"You're the only person in the vrorld to Hhom I can talk this 
way," she said. "I can't lose you nmv." 
"And Hhen you talk to me it's as if, in a way, you're speaking 
tri. th Lewis again." 
She breathed deeply. "You do understand." 
"Am I to infer that this l-IaS all then? By the substitution 
of myself for Lewis Heyerson, I supply you VJi th the necessarJ attendant 
quality to your life--a confidant with 1rrhom you can participate in an 
intercourse of theories and ideas. Nothing is 'lrTithout compensation. 
Losing Le-wis, you have found me." 
"You are a pig." Her nostrils dilated slightly as she leaned 
fonmrd, and the opening in her dress widened exposing the white curve 
of her right breast. Unconsciously, her hand gathered the material to-
gether, closing the gap. 
He found himself rather shocked at her choice of language. 
Distasteful, he thought. That's the word. He supposed he was somewhat 
of an idealist about women. He thought of them as he would have thought 
of a piece of silken material, soft to the touch, pliable to pressure, 
and--above all--smooth. For Simon, language was significant. He >-ras 
like Don Quixote in that the word was dynamic, impelling or repelling 
him to action or retreat. The word pig -vms distasteful not alone by its 
connotated meaning but by the harshness of its initial consonant. 
"Did I say something wrong?!! 
She had forgotten her anger. Her eyes shovred distress. 
He laughed. "It• s only that I'm--too fussy, perhaps. It 
goes with eating only the white part of the chicken." 
"Hhat?" 
"It's an idea I fool around with. ifuite meat eaters fall into 
a certain classification. The dark meat eaters are more--earthy. It's 
not a value judgment, you understand." 
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"1-fua t an I, white or dark? 11 
He looked at her. "I'm not quite sure. But I can tell you 
that Eugene eats the Hhite part." 
"That's right. 11 She looked impressed. 
"Tfuen I'm vrrong, it isn't that the theol:"J is wrong. It's that 
I haven't classified the person correctly." 
"Suppose I had said that you're insufferable?" 
"Infinitely better." 
They both laughed. 
"I'll remember that I mustn't offend that "niceness" of yours." 
He shrugged. "It may not be that important to remember." 
The luncheon crm,rd in the tearoom had emptied. An elderly 
lady Hearing a pink hat ate a rich dessert vrith visible enjoyment. At 
a corner table, two young girls exchanged adventures in ivhispered tones. 
A waitress in a starched blue uniform flicked a cloth across an empty 
table and gazed pensively at the remaining customers. Sylvia leaned 
forward again. 
"I can see that you're upset 1vith me, but I can't understand 
Hhy. I'm trying my best to explain my feelings for Levris. If it's a 
logical explanation you're looking for, how can I give it to you more 
clearly than I have? 1Jould you like more specific examples? I'm trying 
to remember." 
"lfuy do you have to explain to me at all?" 
"It's a good question," she said. "I 1vish I knew the ans-vrer. 
I just knm-r I must." 
He realized suddenly that she could not answer the question 
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logically because the ans~v-er had nothing to do with thinking. Emotion 
was an essence you couldn't define. And it was not the explanation of 
her relationship with Lewis she sought to express. She had a compulsion 
to talk about Lewis in whatever form that presented itself. In the same 
sense, the logic he sought to explain her love for Lewis could not be 
caught and defined. There had been no reason for her to love Levns. 
"I just know I must," she had said a moment ago. Sylvia must ahrays do 
ivhat she had to do. And the ans·wer vTas not logic, he thought, but 
urgency. 
He understood all of this very clearly at this mor:1ent because 
he felt, in a v-ray, part of the same pattern that had 1voven itself in 
simple, clear lines about the two of them. The urgency they had felt had 
come to life again in him. It Has no use telling himself he Hould not 
see her again. Hhen they said goodbye they had settled nothing except 
that she would call him and he would go to visit her. 
He sau her to a cab, and he w-alked through the cloudless Hhite 
w-armth of the City summer day vJhere the streets Here bare of beauty and 
smelled of people and heat and the smell that was like the smell when 
you'd been car-sick. He came finally to his little two-rooms-and-
kitchenette apartment in the grimed-brick four-story building where, 
because it w-as summer and he did not work in the summertime, he spent 
his afternoons and many of his evenings. Here was his music and here 
Here his books, Zola, Grayzel' History of the Je1-rs, Harx, Halraux, Camus, 
and, like a quieting hand among the turbulent vrriters, Proust. On a 
table, next to a type-vrri ter uere stacked three volumes, Toynbee, riaurice 
Sa,"lluel, and Eliezer Berkovitz. In the summer, vrhen he had time avray 
244. 
from his school, Simon Hrote letters to the new-spapers, lengthy passionate 
letters in vJhich he disdained to mitigate his learning and his knm·rledge. 
In his daily life, he felt ahrays obligated to lmv-er his level of ex-
pression in order to co~~unicate with the popular level of comprehension 
and it Has a constant sorrotr to him to lose certain nuances of meaning 
in the process. These letters tv-ere written in defiance, a gauntlet 
thrown, a "follow me as best you can for I must express myself or die. 11 
The paper in the typewriter was a letter begun that morning. IIe read 
again what he had tvri tten. 
"I write this to the person -vrho signs himself HUJ:.fANITARIAN 
and uses Toynbee as a liaison officer between himself and the world. 
Hy objection to Toynbee is that Hhat he does is not 1vhat he is. His 
repudiation of a deterministic philosophy is his ovrn affair and legiti-
mate, as is his theor,y that the course of histo~J is controlled by psychic 
rather than materialistic forces. The psychic becomes all-important and 
is translated into spirit lvhich, in turn, is interpreted by him as the 
Son of God, a Catholic interpretation. In all of this, he is entitled 
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to his opinion--personally. But Toynbee is an historian. Since when is 
histo~J subjected to the personal opinion of the historian? Not since 
Holinshed's Chronicles of England in the sixteenth century which mingled 
fact -vlith subjectivity so imaginatively that many Elizabethan dramatists, 
including Shakespeare, drew plots for plays from the book. 'iihat Holinshed 
does is interesting, even fascinating, yet that is not his function." 
"I may be accused of prejudice against Toynbee, perhaps, be-
cause I am a Jew. It is true that I cannot forget that he terms the 
Jewish civilization merely as an appendage to the Assyrian civilization 
and calls the Jews fossilized." 
This was as much as he had written. He considered the paper 
carefully, then took a pencil and struck out the last paragraph. It 
sounds as if I have a bone to pick, he thought. Perhaps I have, he said 
to himself, and he shrugged. A frustrated rabbi, he thought. I should 
have been a rabbi. I've been too honest -vJith :nyself. His trouble had 
been that, rather than too little faith, he had had too much faith. He, 
too, held no credence 1ri th a deterministic philosophy and he saH man as 
dependent upon his ability to respond successfully to his challenges, 
human and environmental. Yet his beliefs, though tolerant, vrere simple 
and strong. He envisioned a God -vJith Limited Pmv-ers; and sometimes, when 
he viewed acts of cruelty beyond explanation, he would whisper to hinself, 
11God Hinself has a broken heart." He never doubted the existence of a 
God. He had only to think of the seasons and how they changed and every 
year how the same things happened, and how a woman bore a child for nine 
months through all the consecutive stages and how, for every vroman, it 
-vras the same, and hmv- each thing upon the earth had a purpose and a use 
and he would say, "There .h§4 to be a Plan. It's sheer stupidity to think 
that all these things come to pass so perfectly vli thout a Plan." A 
mighty maze, but not 1vithout a plan. H'no said it? Pope? In spite of 
his certainty upon the subject, the faith he had >-ras a clear, shinine, 
beautiful faith in man rather than in God. There would have been too 
many complicating factors in the rabbinate. So he had taught Hebre-vr in-
stead until he became the principal in the Hebre·w school. 
Suddenly, on one of his book shelves he noticed a vollli~e with 
the name THACKERAY star:1ped in dull gold letters, and it brought Sylvia 
back. Some phrases came into his mind. 
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She ~ ~ creature not of reason but of feeling. 
Feeling ~ her reason. 
He looked again at the beginning of his letter in the type-
vTriter carriage and he read the line, ~ he does is not~ he is. 
I can overcome this, he thought. And then, where had he read 
it? 1. §;!!! not l,; thou~ not he.£!: she; they~ not they. 
Of what good are a man's beliefs if l·rhat he does is not ._rhat 
he is? Can he separate his actions and his beliefs so that he is not an 
integrated person? No, he thought. You can struggle. You can fight. 
1ili thout his volition, an image of her came into his mind. 
H"ould she be home yet? She would have ta~en off the Hhite dress, perhaps, 
and she 1>muld be wearing •••• what? It disturbed him that he did not knovr 
the sort of thing she would change into at home. He had a burning desire 
to know ._rhat she Nould wear and vrhat she would eat and w·hat she v-rould 
think and what she would feel, not just in her mind and heart, but deeper 
2..nd deeper, even in the stomach. If you ·vrere the kind of person who 
really felt things, that was where you felt them. But did she really 
feel? Had she felt Lewis in her stomach? 
Yes, he thought. And then, I think I'll call Polly. The vTeek 
of mourning is over. Perhaps she would like to come into the City. 
Barcia ansvJered the telephone. 
"Hello," he said. 11Hhat are you doing at home?" 
"I still haven't gone back to work. not since Lm·lis." 
"Oh." 
"I'm glad you called," she said. "Tve've missed you lately." 
"I should think I'd be considered a nuisance there. They're 
247. 
probably glad vrhen I give them a few· days rest." 
"1ve've missed you, 11 she said again. 
There ~-ras an awkw·ard moment. Then, "Is Polly there?" 
"She's marketing." 
"Hmv is it you don't go with her? It would do you good." 
"There isn • t much incentive novJ." 
He could thi~~ of nothing to say. 
"Shall 1ve expect you tonight?" she asked. 
"There's a concert in the City," he said dou~tfully. 
"Oh, I'm sorry. I thought ••• " 
"They're ahrays so crouded you can't even sit on the grass. 
I think I Hill come." 
11 I'm so glad, Simon. I'll tell Polly." 
It l'ras just turning dusk 1-rhen he walked up the steps of the 
l1eyerson house. The vines that crept around the screened porch vrere 
green and full, and the air vras fragrant with the scent of tobacco plants 
that Polly had planted that summer at the side of the house. The house 
looked old and hot in the calm summer night. From Hithin the open door, 
tvm stray mosquitoes buzzed in a futile chase about the golden light. 
They Here glad to see him. Polly asked if he had eaten and 
insisted on bringing him a tall glass of iced coffee anY1fay. Aaron shook 
his hand and asked if he had been folloidng the market conditions lately. 
Aaron had recently made a few small investments in stocks and had become 
slightly self-important with a nevrly-acquired dignity. Later, Simon 
asked Polly if she would like to ta~~e a walk. 
"I don't like to leave," she said hesitating. "I told Arnie 
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to be home by 9: JO; a.'1d, if he comes back and finds I'n not here to 
check him off, he may not be minded to obey as readily next tine.n 
Simon felt stifled. The room, -vri th its heaVIJ furniture, 
seened overpo-vrerine. Polly looked at him then nodded tmoJard Barcia. 
~Barcia needs the fresh air. She's indoors too much. Come, 
Barcia, fix your lipstick--you've smudged a little again in the corner--
and go vri th Simon for a 1-ralk." 
T,,Tith a helpless gesture, Barcia glanced at Simon then lifted 
her hanill<erchief to dab at the corner of her mouth. Simon ~~ited for 
her patiently, opened the screened door, and slm,red his Halk to match 
her sPJ.all-paced steps. 
"You didn't have to," she said. "'Polly melees up her mind to 
something then takes it for granted that everyone 'Ifill a~ree ·uith uhat 
she suggests. I'm glad she did that tonight though. I've been Hanting 
to talk to you." 
He i·rai ted. 
"About Le-vris, 11 she said. 
"ljisten, 11 he said. "I'd rather not talk about Le-vris tonight. 
I mean •••• 11 
Through the dark, he felt the recoil in her drooped head, her 
arm that shuddered ever so slightly in its retreat an inch further from 
his shoulder. The passing cars threw twin brief moons over her small, 
cotton-frocked figure, and her too-high heels clicked more slovTly on 
the asphalt sideioJallc. 
"It•s been a hot day," he said lamely. 
Hhat he really Hanted -vms to shout that he was sick and tired 
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of hearing about Leuis and thinking about Lewis. Then he was afraid she 
-vmuld suspect that she shared vJith Sylvia the same insatiable urge to 
soak herself in conversation about Le-vlis. 
"Please forgive me," he said. 
She stood still on the concrete 1valk for a moment, poised as 
if for an uncertain flight to an uncertain destination, like a bird 
grazed by a flung rock, hurt by the contem..olation of the act rather than 
by the physical impact. 
"I don't like to unburden r,zy-self in the house. They have their 
o>-m sorro-v1. I've looked forvrard to seeing you, 11 she said like a child 
robbed of an anticipated treat. 
11HoH young you've stayed," he said suddenly. nyou look like a 
little girl. I never saw anything like it in my life." 
250. 
nit's because 1' m small. Little people stay young a long time." 
She i·ras pleased, he thought. She turned once again into the 
length of their v-ralk, into the stretch of darkness lightened intermittently 
by the short-spanned moving orbs of automobile lights, the vade-spaced 
street lamps, and an occasional cigarette glmv from -vlithin the nurrnurous 
haven of a screened porch. The passing cars sang in a purring monotone. 
"I feel like listening now," he said out of a nevl feeling of 
harmony. "1-Jon't you forgive me and talk to me?" 
"Oh, I forgive you, 11 she said quickly. Her fingers tvristed 
Hithin each other, a delicate lattice that 1vrithed in unceasing movement. 
"I -vmuldn't hold a resentment. But what pity you must feel for me to 
subject yourself to boredom." 
"Then don't tell me. If I >·ralk >nth you again, you'll knm-T I 
had a choice and \·ranted to listen." 
"That Hill be better, perhaps." 
He could appreciate the sensitivity and fear of imposition 
that she displayed; yet, he reflected, it >·ras unfortunate that the 
mysterious quality that impelled ,,ras not aligned Hith admirable traits. 
Perhaps his latterly tone had been indulgent, a condescension she had 
recognized and rejected for the moment; a condescension prompted by 
politeness not, perhaps. for her sake as much as a safeguard against the 
future pangs of conscience he was certain to feel. 
Or was she right in naming it simply pity? 
Could he deny that Lems as a subject of conversation -vras a 
matter of pleasant anticipation v.rhen he thought of Sylvia? ~fi th- joy and 
excitement he held Lewis as his t~~p card. As Barcia was bitten by the 
need for articulation, so 1-1as Sylvia. And mth 1-1hom else could she dis-
cuss Le>ds? She must come to him. 
In the mean time, he 1-1ai ted. He finished tvm letters to the 
newspapers and -,.ras starting a third before she called him. Then his 
pleasure Has dimmed when he thought of the reason for her call, and he 
felt himself not as much as a person as a receptacle for that vrhich it 
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Has impossible for her to contain 1d thin herself. He vTas the confessional, 
anonymous, the curtained alcove >·rhich she approached timidly, al:-nost 
skittishly, as one approaches the ocean, extending one toe in a testing 
fashion, divulging little at first but gathering ones resources for the 
total immersion. Yet if he refused the plunge, the bank ·was arid 2,nd 
offered little joy. 
He was to be surprised. She did not mention the name of 
Lewis Heyerson. 
"I'm 1-mrried about Eugene," she said. "I -vrant to ask your 
advice. You knmv so r:~.uch and you're so good and kind." 
He felt a rush of emotion. He could try to harden himself 
against her -.;vhen she looked at him unseeingly and spoke of somebody else. 
Sylvia, appreciative of him, he could not attempt to withstand. 
11Any ~tray I can help," he said, embarrassed. 
"He isn't himself," she said seating herself on the divan and 
smoothing the pillo-v1 beside her in an absent-minded invitation. "Ever 
since •••• well, for a long time now he's taken no interest in the business. 
You knoH hoH unusual that is for Eugene. But it isn•t only that. It's 
Paul." 
He raised his head. 
"He harries him, 11 Sylvia said. 
Simon looked toward the doorway then back at Sylvia inquiringly. 
"They're out together. It's part of >·rhat I mean. Eugene has 
undertaken some sort of education of Paul--vrhat kind even I don't knoH. 
He keeps after him all the time. Poor Paul is be>,-rildered." 
"I don't understand. Hhat kind of education?" 
11He has something in his mind, some kind of a plan. He's con-
vinced himself that i t• s Paul -vrho must see it through. But all he's 
done is to confuse the boy. And you can't blame Paul. You knmv the sort 
of man Eugene has ahrays been. His business has been his -vmrld a.nd his 
God. Now he's deliberately destroying for Paul the ideal that he's 
always represented business to be. I'll admit that I'm confused myself." 
"You object to this change," he said gently. 
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He listened to the waves from the sea without, then he went 
on. "Do you remember you complained about Eugene's practicality? You 
were the one Hho -v;ranted to soar on clouds." 
"Please ••• " 
"It•s a little paradoxical. That's all." 
11No," she said. 11This isn't the vJay. You're not ••• " 
Not Le-vlis? he thought. Not mentioning Le-vlis, she had treated 
him as Le-vns. It was in this way she had talked to him, offering him 
her problems, receiving consolation in return. Through Simon, she had 
tried to regain LeNis. And in what other 1·my? 
He was aware suddenly of hovr alone they Here. The room glowed 
i·li th soft lights, the lirindcvTS -vrere faced -vJi th the blackness of the sea, 
pinpoints of lights flickered from a passing ship. In the house was 
music; he identified it as the Peer Gynt Suite. In the Hall of the 
!-fountain King, he thought. The music Sivelled, grew louder and faster, 
the storm was raging now. He leaned closer and breathed her fragrance. 
Had she inclined to11rard him? Faster and more thunderous gre-vr the storm 
until, at the peak, his pulses racing in time -vlith the music, he caught 
her in his arms and kissed her on the mouth. It was a long kiss, 
deafening his eardrums i·li th the blood that pounded through his body, 
lasting until the music slowed, ebbed, and trailed into a gentle melody. 
He tore himself from her arms that somehow had encircled his 
neck and rushed from the house. 
Le1vis. It was Lewis she had kissed. Not him at all. And if 
he? 
If it were he she had kissed? 
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If it Here I, he said almost sobbing. If it 1vere I. 
If it vrere I. 
CHAPTER XVII 
Out of a moment of desperate unhappiness, Paul was committing 
an action the implications of which struck him, in the very process of 
perpetration, as unworthy and distasteful. He had come home that after-
noon to find the house quiet and deserted. He stood in the center of 
the kitchen floor, undecided, then took a glass and poured some foamy 
milk from a bottle in the refrigerator. Gradually, as he drank, the 
conviction came over him that there were people in the house. Like a 
plucked guitar string that continues to quiver after the sound of the 
music has ceased, even the air had the sense of vibrancy that emanates 
from the dynamism of people and the interchange of conversation. Had 
there been some discussion of him? It seemed inevitable that there had. 
~fuere had it begun? It w-as impossible to reach far back into 
his memory and say, ~ happened ~ thus ~ happened. If he were 
capable of articulating Hhat it was that he wished to knoH, he vmuld 
probably have been incapable of completing or fulfilling an investigation. 
Where had it begun 1 
There had been the disagreement between his family and his 
grandfather. Had that started the feeling that in some unknown vTa;y he 
had been responsible? \fuat he had done to have to assume the guilt he 
could not say. 
He was certain that his father kneH. 
The knoHledge lurked in every disapproving glance his father 
threw his way, in every word of advice his father labored to impose on 
him. \ihat was the necessity for the moral lessons? What terrible guilt 
did he bear that his father was trying so desperately to undo? 
Did it have to do with the times he had seen his mother alone 
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with Cousin Lewis and the ways they had looked at each other as if they 
were touching and yet not touching? And in what way 1-1as this his fault? 
Yet it must have been. 
He went back into the living-room then looked down the narrow 
white-walled hall that passed into the bedroom of his parents where the 
door was now shut. It was from here that he visualized the voices, 
felt rather than heard, a conspiratorial duet that harmonized and blended, 
in rising and falling cadences, in an accorded condemnation upon the 
subject of--himself. What did they say, his parents, when he v-ras not 
v-rith them1 
Slfiftly and noiselessly, he had traversed the hall, stood out-
side the door, bent his ear to the keyhole, and listened. 
The voices v-rere real, his parents were home. He opened his 
eyes 1dder as if it v-rere through the optical organs that the sound waves 
penetrated and the 1dder he opened his eyes the more easily he could 
hear. He could distinguish only a few disconnected words, and he leaned 
closer. His mother was speaking. 
"••• .vrrong, Eugene. • ••• you're doing the same ••• " Her voice 
rose suddenly. "You can't devour him too." 
The murmur in a lower pitch that was his father's answer 1-ras 
unintelligible. His mother's tones became not louder but more precise. 
"What's come over you? You don't care for the business any 
more. Oh, I've heard. That printed v-roolen you bought so much of--
Paris has decreed it a fashion trend for Fall." 
There was a pause through which the low murmur ran like the 
sound of water as it travels in a stream or like the background music 
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played in accompaniment to a solo artist. 
"Eugene, you must •••• " 
Paul straightened, vdthdrew his ear from the keyhole. lfuat 
I'm doing is wrong, he thought. The shame that overcame him flushed 
his face in warm waves. He waited for the blood to recede, hesitated 
another moment, then opened the door. His mother, turning to face him, 
more white, stark against the deep tan of her skin. 
"Paul, dear, have you had something to eat?" 
He eyed the chaise lounge, pink and plump with cushions, and 
wondered if it would be noticed if he sat dmm. His pants weren't very 
dirty. He sidled toward it. 
"Don't sit down," his mother said. "You've been playing ball." 
His father had been standing half-facing the window, his head 
sunk in a meditative pose, his attention focused on an inner image. He 
reminded Paul a little of Arnie when he was beginning a plan. Arnie 
resembled his father a little. They had the same dark skin and the same 
singleness of intent. 
"How was the game? Did you play well? How did the team do?" 
his father asked after a moment, but his head remained in its sunken 
pose and he did not turn toward his son as if the question were part of 
an outline he had prepared in advance and was committed to asking but 
in the asking absolved himself of any obligation to learn more than was 
necessary to the completion of his sketchy outline. 
"We almost lvon. We had a big kid from down the other way 
playing umpire. And then this kid on our side hit a homer and had just 
slid home, the umpire goes 'You're out•. The kid on our side goes 
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'I was safe'••••" 
"Said," Sylvia interposed. 
"vJhat?" 
"Not 'goes•. Said." 
"Oh. Anyway, the umpire goes ••• " 
"IVhat did you do for the team?" Eugene asked laughing. 
Paul stopped, his mouth opening on a word then closing. After 
a moment, he said, "I'm a good rooter. I rooted a kid into home safe 
by hollering with all my might. That's important to a team too. Even 
the kids said so." 
"It's not important," Eugene said. 
Paul felt the smarting start somewhere in back of his eyes. 
"Even the kids said it is." 
"I didn't mean it that way, son," Eugene said, more gently. 
"There are other things--other values. Hell, it's been summer and I 
haven't said much but you haven't opened a book in weeks." 
Sylvia • s eyes widened. nwell, of all--- You, Eugene? I've 
noticed you've been reading a lot lately. But it's only recent. lihy 
should you expect from Paul what you never demanded of yourself?" 
"T•Vhat I've w·anted for myself is not lfhat I want for Paul. 
Besides, he can profit by my mistakes." 
Again Sylvia's eyebrows shot upward. "You've made mistakes? 
Are you sick? Such an admittance." 
Eugene smiled grimly. "Even I. All right, throw your stones." 
Sylvia walked to the chaise lounge and sat on the edge of the 
plump pink pillows. "Come, Paul. Sit beside me. You're not that dirty. 
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Anyway, what do I care? Your father's beco~e obsessed with values and 
perhaps he's right. How can a soiled pillow compare with the pleasure 
of having my darling son sit beside me?" 
"Hother," Paul remonstrated but he sat down obediently, moving 
his head from under her caressing hand far enough to maintain his attitude 
of indifferent tolerance yet not far enough to dislodge her touch. 
Eugene looked at them. "What a pleasant picture. Why can•t 
everything be as pleasant as what I see when I look at the two of you? 
All my pretties. Was it Shru<espeare who said that? I understand it so 
well." 
Sylvia sighed. "Why must you force life, Eugene? Let it come 
as it will. 'V'lha t can you change by trying?" 
"I'm not a fatalist. I believe that each man makes his mm 
fate. ~ihat a hopeless philosophy to throw up your hands and resign your-
self to your fate." 
"Then ~e your own fate if you wish. But leave the lives 
of other people alone." 
"But my concern is with my family. Can you blame me for my 
interest in my own son?" 
Sylvia's hand dropped from Paul's hair. "You're asking me if 
I can blame you? 11 
"Sylvia •••• " 
Again Paul remained with a vague dissatisfaction as intangible 
as the meaning of the conversation between his mother and his father. 
He looked at his mother sitting beside him and he breathed in her fresh 
scented smell that once he had traced down to the orris-root in the base 
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of her powder. He looked at her tarmed, creamy skin and he remembered 
the smoothness of her face vrhen he had been little and had touched it 
naturally whenever he pleased. Was there something wrong about a boy 
his age wanting to touch his mother's skin? 
"Don't do that to my hair, Hother," he said pushing her hand 
away roughly. "I don't like to be mussed." 
He saw the hurt in his mother's eyes and he vTOuld have liked 
to take her hand and put it back on his hair, but he sat quietly for a 
moment then moved slightly toward the edge of the seat. 
"Sit there then. I won't bother you." She jumped to her 
feet and stood beside him with her arms folded, angrily Hatching for a 
sign of contrition. "To think that I'm the one who worries about you, 
who fights for you." 
He stirred uneasily. 
"Hho needs to fight for me? Hhat did I do?" 
"I think you should work with your father this summer. You're 
old enough to start learning the business. And it will be good for you." 
"All right. Hhy didn't you tell me before? I'd do that.tt 
"No," Eugene said. "There's time enough for that. Paul has 
to learn other things about life before he becomes too concerned ~uth 
the clapping of a windful of coins." 
She looked at her husband, her arms still folded, still angry. 
m,fuat twisted ideas are you trying to propel into his head? You do want 
him to go into the business, don't you?" 
11Ye-es. I suppose I do." He hesitated, then shrugged. "It 
doesn • t seem important 1·1hether he does or not. There are other things 
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in life." 
"What things?" Sylvia said. "Oh, I know I used to talk this 
way to you--it's as if we've reversed positions. But I never meant for 
you to lose your interest in your business. You know that underneath 
it all I'm still practical. Besides, a man's work should be almost 
everything to him. It's the vm:y in which he fulfills himself." 
"That's it." Eugene turned to her quickly and eagerly. "You 
do understand that a man must fulfill himself in the way in which he 
can." 
Paul saw the crimson come into his mother's face. She bit 
her lip as if she were too angr,y to speak. 
"What I want for Paul," Eugene said slowly almost as if he 
were speaking to himself, "is to acquire a sense of other worlds and a 
sense of--well--of relationship vdth everyone else in the world. I've 
thought a great deal this summer and I've sought for something without 
realizing what it was. My search has evolved to this simple fact--I 
read something by Harcus Aurelius just yesterday that said we are all 
made for cooperation like hands, like feet, like eyelids, like the rows 
of the upper and lmver teeth." 
"You've never lived by this philosophy," Sylvia said. "Are 
you living by it now?'t 
Eugene looked at her helplessly. His voice sounded as if it 
came from the bottom of a stomach that was sick and it had required a 
great effort to raise it at all. 
"I'm tr,ying," he said. 
"What's the matter?" Paul cried suddenly. "Is all this my 
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fault? 'lflhat am I doing?" 
She unfolded her arms; then, with a spontaneous gesture, she 
dropped to her knees beside the boy and placed the palms of her hands on 
each side of his face. 
"Oh, my darling. Hhat are ~ doing to you? You're suffering 
and we haven't seen it." 
He breathed in the scent of orris-root before he shrugged 
away from her touch. 
"Hother, I'm not a baby." 
He stood up and went to his father at the windo·w. It had 
rained early in the morning and then stopped, but the air remained wet 
and leaden like clothes from which the water had not been wrung, hang-
ing out to dry. The sand looked ;,.ret and the air dripped water and the 
sea moved in glistening, platinum waves that rose and fell but did not 
break. 
Not quite willingly, his eyes moved to the far horizon, the 
jagged, rocky skyline that extended into the bay from around the crescent 
on the other side of the water. The horizon rose on the far side into 
a bouldered summit, a destination for young lovers shod in rubber-soled 
shoes and for children with adventure-some parents who took delight in 
climbing the rocks. For Paul, the scene was a reminder of another 
failure with his father. In spite of Eugene's coaxing on many occasions, 
Paul had consistently refused to climb to the uttermost height of the 
rocks; not, in itself, an impressive distance from the ground but, 
jutting out as it did over the sea, it rose steeply from the water level 
which was far below the level of the ground. If the summit of the rocks 
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was a distance of twenty feet from the ground, it shelved into a height 
of fifty feet from the water. 
It was a dizzying distance. 
Standing by the window, he thought of his ineptness at play-
ing ball, of his fear of heights, of his failure now to please his 
father in whatever mysterious, incomprehensible desires that possessed 
his father and that he would have been willing to gratify if only his 
understanding were not so barren. The one distinct insight he harbored 
was that his father was displeased with him. 
His mother was looking at him gently and compassionately. Her 
lips were soft. 
answer. 
"Paul," she said. "Is there anything you'd like me to do?" 
The question irritated him because he hardly knew what to 
"Hell," he blurted out without giving himself time to thin~<. 
"He used to laugh more. Everything is so serious around here lately." 
He had stopped his mother effectually. She stood up abruptly 
and straightened her dress, her hands lingering unconsciously over her 
hips. 
"I think I'll go into the kitchen. You certainly won't think 
it•s very funny if you have nothing to eat." 
Paul left the room too, wandering aimlessly down the hall, 
then he went outside. He took his bicycle from the garage and mounted 
it. Where should he go? In spite of the threat of rain, the coolness 
was a temptation to ride a distance. It had been a month since he had 
had a good ride. Black Rocks, he decided, perhaps because he had been 
reminded of them just now when he had looked at them out of his mother's 
window. 
His knees moved in rhytrunic precision and he sat low and 
hunched over the bars until he remembered and straightened, sitting 
easily in the seat with an indifferent, casual air. He removed his 
right hand from the handle bar, resting it lightly on his thigh. Air 
rushed past. As always, a sense of elation filled him with the contin-
uous freedom of the physical motion. The houses slid by, thinning as 
he progressed toward a less densely populated section. In front of a 
grill-ornamented, white stucco house, he recognized a friend of his 
and stopped. 
"vfanna take a ride, Bent?" 
Bent, short for Bentley, was a dark, squat-figured boy with a 
flattened nose and widely-spaced teeth. He was sitting on the ground 
beside a horizontal bicycle spinning the front wheel. 
"What's the matter with your bike?" Paul asked. 
Bentley stood up, lifting the bicycle to an upright position 
as he rose. "Just checking. Everything's under control. A ride? I 
don't knmv kid. How far?tt 
ttBlack Rocks and back. We won't stop there. It shouldn't 
take long." 
Bentley hesitated. "Say, do you know how to tell whether 
mushrooms are poisonous or not? Put them in a pot to boil ;-lith a half-
dollar. If the half-dollar turns black, the mushrooms are not fit 
for eating." 
"Are you sure it isn't if the mushrooms turn black they~ 
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fit for eating?" 
"Ve-ry funny, kid." 
They both laughed. 
"What do you say?" Paul asked. 
"Promise not to mix me up again?" 
ttAll right," Paul agreed, still laughing. 
They began to ride, Paul leading at first. As the houses be-
came more widely spaced, the traffic thinned and soon the two boys were 
riding abreast. There were no longer any buildings and the sand 
appeared on their right as if coming out of hiding. The sand was fine-
grained and pearly under the gray sky, but it appeared white when con-
trasted with the dark, leaden-hued water. The weather could not influence 
Paul's mood. He was filled with elation and buoyancy as if with each 
sweeping motion of the foot pedals he kicked the darkness to the bottom 
and rose in freedom and light. 
The sand encroached upon the road now like handfuls of salt 
spilling past its boundaries on the tarred surfaces. Green clumps of 
grass grew intermittently, viney and sinuous and strong-rooted in the 
loose-grained sand. It had become warmer, perhaps due to the physical 
exertion, and warm air blew in gusts in their faces as they rode. 
Paul glanced at the sand and missed the awnings and umbrellas and 
lounges that usually blazed under the sun on days when motorists parked 
their cars and disembarked with armloads of belongings. Beyond the 
shore, the bay was congealed lead, unreal, not vivid as in a painting 
but absented from color as an etching would be, the cliffed backdrop 
veiled in a semi-fog. 
"Look,Bent," Paul cried. 
He lifted his left arm and right leg simultaneously without 
slackening his speed, the limbs outstretched stiffly in a grotesque 
fashion, his mouth wide in laughter. 
"Bet you can't stand on your head," Bent shouted. 
Paul gulped. Cautiously, he raised both legs from the pedals 
then let go the handlebars and placed both hands on the seat, at the 
same time trying to raise his body. The bike careened wildly, steered 
itself off the road, and capsized on a mound of sand. 
Bent pulled up too and jumped off his bike. He ran to where 
Paul lay in the sand and tried to lift him by the shoulders, at the same 
time peering into his face and murmuring words of encouragement. 
"Are you all right, kid? Say, I'm sorry I made you do that. 
Bend your arms and legs--that's always a way of telling if anything is 
broken. Here let me do it." 
He leaned over and grasped Paul's leg firmly, bringing the 
knee up so sharply it hit Paul on the chin. Paul pushed him away, 
meanwhile shaking the sand from his face and hair with great tosses of 
his head like a dog who has been in the water drying off. 
"Say, you • re all right, " Bent said approvingly. np m willing 
to tell anybody so. Another thing--I won't stand for anything they call 
you either." 
Paul's hand stopped in the act of wiping some grains of sand 
from the corner of one eye. 
11\fuat do they call me?" he asked. 
Bent looked uncomfortable. He sat down on the sand with a 
thump and began to tug at a blade of grass, trying to separate it from 
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the rest of the clump in vain. He pulled and tvnsted, but it remained 
slippery and tenacious, finally cutting the skin on his forefinger. 
"Hell," Bent said relinquishing the blade with disgust. He looked at 
Paul. "'~fell, you know, kid. They call you a fairy. The way you play 
ball •••• ',fuy do you keep on trying?" 
"Ny fath--my old man likes me to." 
"It's a reason,'' Bent said doubtfully, "Anyway •••• " 
"Let's go," Paul said. "If w·e're ever gonna get there." 
They stood up and remounted their bikes. The wheels rasped 
over the sand on the side of the road, then they had crossed to the clean, 
tarred surfaces and were wheeling freely in spinning, wire-vrheeled flash-
ing ~Jrations. The moisture-laden air settled on their faces and clung 
to their foreheads condensing to perspiration. They sped along for a 
vlhile then slm.red their bikes to a more leisured pace. They were 
approaching a section of the beach called Seabrink. A few scattered, 
1oreatherbeaten cottages appeared on each side of the road; and, to the 
left, two or three dirt roads leading into the marshes bore, at each ex-
tremity, clapboard houses with miscellaneous outhouses and broken, 
sagging fences erected in such short spans that, even when new, they 
could not have acted as boundaries, and which served as protection for 
.vhat seemed only barren, hard ground. 
"They say the people who live here are all part of onlY one 
family," Bent said. "I think their name is Bro>-rn or Smith or something. 
They all had the same father and mother once and then sisters married 
brothers and cousins married cousins and things like that." 
"I never heard of that," Paul said wonderingly. "How can that 
be?" 
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"Hy mother says in cases like that the blood is too close and 
the children come out sort of imbeciles. And they say the people t-.rho 
live here are all kinda half-witted. Look at those hro women. There. 
On the beach." 
He pointed to two women vrearing cotton, full-skirted dresses. 
Large sunbonnets hid their faces, they were barefooted on th~ wet sand, 
their aprons hiked up with their skirts into big knots over their knees. 
They were bending over, digging vdth small shovels in the sand, two tin 
buckets set into the sand by their sides. 
enough." 
"Are they digging for clams?tt Paul asked. "The tide isn't lovr 
"See uhat I mean?" 
The two boys looked at each other and started to giggle. 
110ne of them might be married to her mother's uncle, 11 Bent 
said laughing. 
Paul began to howl. "She might be her ovm grandrnother, n he 
said betw·een gasps. 
"Oh, I've heard that before. But listen, kid, you just might 
be right." 
They stopped their bikes, straddling the seats, and began to 
invent wild possibilities, slapping each other on the back at each fresh 
conjecture. Suddenly, from across the road, Paul recognized a boy, a 
schoolr11ate of theirs. 
"Hi," he called, and aside to Bentley, ''Vfuat's that kid's name? 
I forgot." 
Before he had time to hear the answ·er, the boy approached. 
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He was spindling thin with toothpick arms and narrovr, slanted eyes. 
"Riding?" the boy asked looking at the bikes. 
The question struck Paul and Bentley as very funny. They 
began to laugh again bending double over the handlebars. 
"No, flying," Paul said stretching out his arms and flapping 
them. 
"Say, tell him about the women," Bent said suddenly. "Want 
a laugh, kid?" 
Paul obediently pointed to the two -vromen on the beach. "See 
them?" 
The boy nodded. "That's my mother and my aunt. They're dig-
ging for shells. ,,fe just drove here for them, they're supposed to be 
rather special on this part of the beach, pearly or something." 
For the first time the t-vm boys noticed a shiny, black Buick 
parked on one of the dirt roads that branched to the left. 
"Hell, kid, He'd better shove off," Bent said. 
They ~ounted their bikes quickly and began to pedal very fast. 
It 1..rasn• t until they were certain that they vrere out of sight that they 
slovmd again to explode into mirth. 
"Oh, vrhat we almost said," Bentley gasped. "Imagine telling a 
kid -vre thought his mother and his aunt -vrere half-"td tted imbeciles. ~·Jhat 
a pair of big mouths vTe almost vrere." 
Their laughter subsided a little and they rode on. Every nmv 
and then one or the other would laugh again but the laugh Has spent and 
Heak. Hhen they reached the Black Rocks, they dismounted and chose a 
Vlide, flat, nlateau to sit. 
"We'll rest a minute and then start back," Paul said. 
"You kidding? Come all the way and not even climb them?" 
"It•s getting late." 
"It won't take long." 
The rocks climbed in levels, low and flat, almost horizontal 
with the rise so imperceptible that you suddenly discovered you were not 
only high above the water but you were extended on an arm reaching into 
the sea quite a distance from the shore. Paul looked at the rocks with 
the green crusts in the cleavages and the white bird droppings, and he 
smelled the brine from the white deposits on the gray slate, and he 
remembered the times when he was smaller and his father was urging him 
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on to the gray peninsula in the sea. He remembered looking up, unwilling, 
toward his father's height. A whirring sounded overhead and he looked 
up to see a large bird, his wings outspread, flying directly above, so 
directly that he saw the soft white feathers on the great belly and the 
flapping of the wings beat upon his ears like a physical touch. l can't 
.lli!f!• ~ don't you leave .!!!! alone? 
"I don't want to, Bent. Why don't you leave me alone?" 
"Well," Bentley exploded in disgust. "I see it now, kid. You 
are a fairy." 
"I want to go back now," Paul said. 
On the way home, Bentley seemed to have forgotten the incident 
at the rocks and the comment he had made. He spoke cheerfully of the 
times he had climbed the rocks, once even diving into the sea from the 
extreme point. Paul didn't quite believe this, but he was too disheartened 
to call Bentley on it. All the way home, at intermittent points where 
they stopped to rest, he listened to Bentley's bragging and was ve~J 
quiet. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 
Toward the end of August another heat wave settled over the 
City, and Simon Moffit began to regret having given up his roon at 
Pigeon Cove. He thought of the 1-Tater with longing, and at night he 
dreamed of plunging into the sea and swimming into the lap of the vrater. 
He swam with an ease and facility he had never knmm in actuality, 
thrusting his body into the waves 1rith total immersion as his objective. 
He ~rould avra.l<e drenched in perspiration and again he would long to be 
closer to the sea. Or was it that he longed to be closer to Sylvia? 
He had not seen or spoken 1~th her since the night they had 
kissed. Had she committed this act with her own intention or volition 
or had she simply closed her eyes and been carried beyond herself toward 
another ~~sh, another person for -vrhom he had served merely as a substi-
tution? Or perhaps ••• perhaps she, even now, felt his lips as he felt 
hers and yearned ••• 
He gave up going to the Heyersons. There hovered there always 
a sense of expectancy, a delay as between the acts of a play. He re-
mained stationary there as if attendant upon an arrival, and this was 
strange since there was little reason to associate the Meyersons Vlith 
Sylvia. She never visited at their house, had not even paid a condolence 
call after the death of her mother-in-law. Yet he felt her in that house. 
~Jhen he looked at Polly and Aaron, he saw Eugene and, through Eugene, 
Sylvia. The evening he had walked with Barcia, he had been on pins and 
needles to go back to the house as if, by staying away, he would miss 
something that would happen only that evening and only for the duration 
of his failure to be present. For some reason, it >vas there that he most 
keenly and unendurably felt her absence. 
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His books offered no escape. He would begin to read and find 
he had not comprehended a passage even after a third perusal. Then he 
would flip the rest of the pages in the book and it would seem a monu-
mental project to 1-rade through all of it. An impatience would rise in 
him almost like a wave of nausea and he would toss the book aside. In 
the same vray, he no longer wrote his letters to the newspapers, the need 
to communicate his cosmic fears and doubts r,ras nonexistent because his 
mind was too restless to grasp the nuances of facts and events and read 
the portents of their broader implications. 
It was an interval of waiting. 
One afternoon he lay on his bed in a half-world between drerun-
ing and waking. The heat -vras intense that day and the sun that had 
streamed mercilessly into his bedroom 1-Tindow all the morning by novT had 
receded in the initial start of its retreat past the foot of his bed to 
brighten hotly the faded flowers in the stiff, flat rug. When the tele-
phone rang, he felt the tingling that began in his toes and congealed 
about midway up the calves of his legs. He picked up the receiver. 
"Hello," he said. 
"Simon? Hello, this is Polly." 
He waited to push do-vm the something that had risen in his 
throat. She went on in her bright, self-assured voice. 
"Will you come over tonight? Something has arisen, not a 
great problem, but it does involve a decision. Oh, only a family matter. 
It isn't too serious, thank heaven, but you kno·w hoH I respect your 
opinion." 
ttpm ahrays glad to help if I can." 
273. 
"Hhat•s the matter Hith your voice? Is something -vrrong? Are 
you feeling well?" 
"I'm all right. Reading too much, I guess." 
"It's from being alone. 1'fuen you don't talk to anybody, your 
voice roughens. To stay there in all this heat Hith your books." 
"I haven't noticed the heat." 
lllfua t time will you be here?" she asked. 
110h, no. I can•t come. That is, I may be coming dmm. Hith 
a summer cold. That must be 1<lhat you heard." 
"Oh. That is too bad. I -vms counting on •••• 1rJell," brightly, 
"I know. I'll come to your place then. It 1vill be cooler in the evenine. 
I' 11 bring you some soup. 11 
"No." 
He forced himself to speak again into the stricken silence. 
"It's too hot for soup. Don't bother to bring anything." 
"I was afraid you were telling me not to come." He heard the 
relief in her voice. "That's all right then. I'll bring Aaron 't·Tith me 
if I can. He doesn't usually like to go out again. Haybe his 1-rife can 
persuade him." 
"That•s good,n he said suddenly. "I'd like company.n 
She came alone after all. Anna had had other plans for herself 
and Aaron. Fortunately, they had been able to drive her to the City and, 
if it wasn•t too late, they -vmuld call her on their T.·ray home. She cvas 
brisk and firm-skinned and her dark hair vJas just beginning to gray a 
little in sprinklings. She 1-mre a gray cotton dress and short tvhi te 
gloves and, around her throat, a white cameo on a black velvet ribbon. 
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The cmneo had belonged to her mother. Simon remembered it. 
"Tfell," he said, holding her hand, all at once a little embar-
rassed. She had been to his apartment before but ah1ays with somebody 
else. Alone, in this Hay, he vms at a loss for <vords. He had not 
realized fully the fact of her coming alone. The impact of the surprise 
reached him for the first time. Nonsense, he thought. Polly. 
"You look very vrell," he said. 
She sat on a chair and folded her gloves neatly before she 
placed them in her bag. Then she put the bag on a table beside the chair. 
"It•s keeping mentally healthy," she said. "You have to keep 
the mind in training in the sarae vray that an athlete takes care of his 
body. Let either one go and slackness sets in." 
"I suppose so." 
Her eyebroHs lifted, a vringed arch of darkness on her light 
skin. "You--sounding doubtful on that subject? I Hould have guessed an 
emphatic response from you." 
He sat on a chair directly opposite from her and looked at her 
across the small room. "Hhy is your skin so fair?" he asked. "Don't 
you get out in the sun?" 
She shrugged. "Busy. There's al-vrays something. Organization 
w-ork ••• Errands for Arnie. Everything to take my time that isn't 
remunerative." 
He smiled. "A h." 
"NoH you've guessed v.rhat I -vmnt to ask. It's about a job. 
I'm so busy any~·ray -vrithout getting anything from it. In money, I mean. 
Don't you think---well, do you think---?" 
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"Yes, I do thin"l-c. Very much. It >·rould be marvelous for you. 11 
Her eyes vridened in an excited vray and she pushed fon-rard to 
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the edee of her chair. npm so glad you think so. I've thought about it 
for a long time. I ImoH exactly uhat sort of things I can do. In an 
office, perhaps. I've al1•rays secretly longed to be one of those efficient, 
1rJhi te-st8.rched type of secretaries you see in the novies." She had des-
cribed herself perfectly, he thought. \fater seeks its mm level. She 
vmuld find her niche. He wondered 1-rhy she had bothered to consult hin 
at all. She talked on and on, telling hi::1 her plans, plans alreC<.dy for-
mulated, before she had come to see him. Hhat she 1-Tants is corrobora-
tion, not advice, he thought. She 1-ras really quite self-sufficient, need-
ing nobody. Certainly not somebody like him. 
"11:h.at about Arnie?" she as}ced suddenly. "Is it fair? ~Jon•t he 
need more time than I could give him?''" 
He looked at her mthout answering and she 1-rent on talking as 
he had knoYm she would. 
"But he is getting older. And there's ahrays somebody in the 
house. The old man, Hr. Diamond, is gentle 1dth hi::n and it 1-rould be 
good for him too. Ever;Jone needs a little sense of responsibility. Oh, 
I feel so--ewancipatecl, yes, that's the Hord. Just making the decision. 
You're so Hise, Simon. I can't thank you enough.n 
He smiled again and shook his head. ni haven't done a thing." 
She leaned back and smoothed the material of her dress over 
her lap. As if gathering her forces for a pllmge, he thought. Then she 
seemed to change her decision for she remained quiet. She reached for 
her bag and extracted a package of cigarettes. She put one in her mouth 
and lit it. Part of the emancipation, he thought. She never smoked 
before. 
"I used to think ••• " she stopped. "The family, that is ••• " 
He waited. 
She smiled ruefully. "You're being no help." 
"Now I am puzzled." 
"Then that's an answer. Or you wouldn't be puzzled." 
She had taken only one puff of her cigarette--without in-
haling the smoke, he noticed--but she took it out of her mouth and 
looked around helplessly for a receptacle. He rose quickly and, going 
into the little kitchen, took a saucer and placed it by her side. She 
extinguished the cigarette gently. 
"Is it Barcia?" she asked suddenly. 
He was startled. 
"You're not serious." 
"You've changed, Simon," she said, leaning forward again. 
"Hhen I used to speak to you, I knew I had your complete attention and 
interest. Now I feel as if--as if you're being polite enough• but just 
waiting for me to be through talking so you can take your thoughts back 
to >vherever I pulled them from." 
The night air from the open windows was warm and barely stirred 
the white, limp curtains that sagged in places where the hooks were 
missing. From the street, a crowd of boys shouted and laughed, their 
voices raised in scorn and mockery at some unknown object of derision. 
Once a hint of obscenity was vrafted through the open window·. Simon was 
intensely embarrassed, not knowing vrhether to close the window vrhich 
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would serve not only to make the room unbearably hot but vmuld verify 
the fact that the obscenity had actually been heard and not just imagined. 
On the other hand, while to ignore it might lead her to believe that she 
alone had heard it or even imagined it, there might be the danger of a 
repetition. His latter supposition was correct. The voices were louder, 
and this time there was no mistake. To his surprise, she treated the 
matter ve~J calmly. 
"Those boys," she said. "There should be monitors on every 
street corner." 
"You might do something in social work," he said. "You seem 
to have understanding and tolerance." 
"I haven't the educational background." 
"You have the more important elements. And you could take 
some courses. I think you'd find it interesting." 
"It's worth considering. But I don't really want to devote 
years to an apprenticeship. I'll manage just on what I know." 
He argued for a while on the general trend of people >vho wanted 
their success quick. With each word he spoke, he felt as if he were 
knitting a sweater and adding the stitches one by one. HovT many were 
needed for completion? 
"You've very adroitly changed the subject." she said. "I 
forgive you, but I can't help wondering.•• 
He moved uneasily. "You'll be all right, 11 he said after a 
while. "Something about you reminds me of a line of a poem I read 
recently. She who had exercised the fear of death out from its inner-
--- --- --- --- ---- -- ----- --- ---- ---
most retreat •••• I thought at the time I read it that the word death 
was really symbolic for life. In other words, ~ in life. Sterility 
or aridity in life, if you will. You seem to me to be a person who has 
found value and meaning in living. In a sense, you seem to be independ-
ent of life; although, carried to an extreme, that could be bad too." 
"Hmf lovely of you to say that. I think I understand. There 
is some truth ••• " 
She stayed another hour. Anna called and said they lfould 
drive her home. It was late and Aaron >vas tired. They would simply 
blaH their horn to signal that they were there. Before they came she 
said, 
"How is it you've never married, Simon?" 
He shrugged. "Who would have me? Such an ugly man.n 
"You don't mean that," she cried. "A person has only to speak 
to you five minutes and they forget •••• " 
He smiled wryly. "You see." 
Then the horn signaled and she took her gloves from her bag 
and slid her fingers into them. 
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"I still can't help wondering. I must say this. If it's 
Barcia, I think it•s wonderful. You're right about me. I am independent. 
But she's little and v1eak and she needs somebody to lean on. Hostly she 
needs somebody to need her." 
He patted the back of her hand lfith his left hand as he held 
it mth his right. "They're waiting downstairs. Aaron is tired." 
~·Jhen she was gone, he opened the buttons of his shirt and 
flung it off as if it were strangling him. He paced up and down the room, 
looking at the telephone and then away again. He felt helpless and 
frustrated. He turned off the lights and lay on his bed listening to the 
sounds in the dark. The cars went by on strumming wheels, languidly in 
the summer city night. The boys had gone, their cries were stilled. The 
city sighed and panted, its usual cacophony muted as if vanquished by 
the heat. He lay awake, his eyes wide and staring, his throat filled 
as if 1vith a great fist. 
Sylvia called the next evening. He had stayed in the apart-
ment all day, lying on the bed in the heat, numb and exhausted. His 
heart lurched at the sound of her voice, but he was too weary to think 
clearly. \Vhen she said she wanted to see him, he was suddenly bitter. 
"I know. You have a problem." He felt it \vas a record being 
played over and over. 
"I suppose everybody comes to you with their troubles.tt Her 
voice sounded humble. 
at eight." 
"Yes." He had no desire to spare her. 
"Then you don't want ~ to bother you." 
"I 1vant you to bother me. tt 
There was a dead silence. Then she said. "I'll come to you 
She looked tanned and healthy 1-Jhen she stood in his doorway 
a little after eight o'clock. She had lost a little weight, her body 
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had regained its lithe appearance, and her face was leaner. Her hair had 
grown; she had pulled it back into a simple knot tied with a white ribbon. 
She wore the same white dress she had worn that day at lunch as if, this 
time, aware of the exposed curve between her breasts and not caring. 
Suddenly, he began to tremble. 
They sat at opposite ends of the small room looking at each 
other. All at once, he was reminded of a contemporary version he had 
seen of The Taming of the Shrew where the female and male protagonists 
had sat in an open court roped off like an arena. In a sense, it is 
pugilistic, he thought. 
ttYou' re 1-10ndering why I came, tt she said. 
He said nothing, w-aiting. 
She became angry. ttYou sit there dissecting me as if I were 
a scientific specimen. You act like God, the observer of life, never 
the participant. I can't buy that. You must have emotions, and you 
must make mistakes. Even as I •••• " 
He had no faith in her anger. It was as if she ·had turned on 
a faucet to fill a glass of water and would turn it off vmenever she de-
sired. Yet he suspected some truth in what she was saying. 
"Hhat shall I do? You come to me with problems. I have no 
choice but to listen to them. If you're sincere in wanting my advice, 
I must be an analyst. Therefore, I must keep myself objective and de-
tached from the situation or my advice would be worthless." 
"Oh, I'm sorry. You're right and I am a pig. No, you don't 
like me to say that word. See how I remember? I'm ungrateful. Is 
that better?" 
He smiled, nodding. How charming she can be, he thought. 
Aloud, he said, "I try to tell you the truth. Actually, you don't want 
to hear the truth. You want to be humored." 
nNo, I want the truth. I just want the truth to be the things 
I like to hear." 
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This time he laughed aloud. 
"But seriously," she said, "I wish you'd speak to Eugene. 
I'm past trying to understand him. I'm frankly concerned about the 
business too. He simply doesn't have the same interest in it. And 
Paul •••• " She paused. "He breaks my heart." 
Her eyes filled with tears. She dabbed at them with a handker-
chief. Inconsistently, he glanced at the window and thought of the boys 
who had shouted obscenities the night before. Should he close the van-
dow? It would be suffocatingly hot. She continued to speak. 
"It's as if he's holding his breath all the time. He >-rants 
to please Eugene and doesn't understand how. His spirit is gone." 
He couldn't quite credit this either. She's dramatizing, he 
thought. Suddenly, he heard the cries of the boys. He crossed his 
fingers. And then it came. The shouted obscenities. Worse than last 
night. He felt his face flaming. 
"I'm sorry," he said. "I'll close the window." 
"No." 
He looked at her. Her eyes had widened, the pupils dilated. 
She was looking at him in a strange fashion, as she had never looked 
before. He had a sudden desire to lift his arm and shield his face from 
her view. 
"Hhy? 11 he asked. "I'm ugly. 11 
He saw the shudder as if of revulsion that passed over her body. 
Yet the expression on her face did not change. He crossed to her and 
knelt by her chair. He placed his lips in the opening of her dress, in 
the soft hollow between her breasts. Again he felt the shudder; but when 
he tried to >-Ti thdraw, she took his head with a fierce strength and 
forced his mouth back to her breasts. He lifted her in his arms and she 
fastened her mouth on his and kept it there all the time that he carried 
her across the room and to his bed. He found in her a passion he had 
never suspected existed in women. And he found in her a strangeness of 
desire of which he had never suspected. Yet there 1-ras no element of 
shock in him. His passion rose to hers, a curiosity carried him on and 
on, and he -vms unsatiated even in satiety. 
Now indeed began a time of waiting. 
She had said that she would call him when she could and she 
would come to him when she was able. He hardly dared to leave his apart-
ment for fear that she might call him and he would not be there. He 
gave up using his telephone because he did not want her to tr.y his n~~ber 
and find it busy. He was unable to write or to read or to think of any-
thing except of her. Every facet of his life began to be tied up in 
this attachment. 
He only waited for her coming. 
And he formed an acquaintanceship with jealousy. Once, when 
she lay in his arms after an interlude of lovemaking, he projected 
Lewis in his place beside her in bed. It was a moment of the acutest 
agony he had ever suffered. 
"Did you see Lewis ver.y often?" he asked carefully. 
Her reactions were his to feel under his hands. She Has sur-
prised. 
"Not very. I don't remember." 
He forgot to be cautious. "His death affected you the 1-ray it 
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did and you can't remember a thing like that?" 
She drew back a little. 
"Are you jealous of a dead man?" 
A rage filled him. In his anger, he pulled her to him roughly. 
"Don't. I don't like unreasonable people. Besides, your 
chest is too hairy. It tickles." 
body. 
He released her instantly and moved back and away from her 
"Simon?" 
He lay quiet. 
"Come back." 
He turned his face to the wall. "I told you I was ugly. tt 
"Look at me." 
Always now his eyes went first to her body. Then he raised 
them to her face and he saw the expression in her eyes. The waves of 
passion rocked them and engulfed them and shut out all the complications 
and all the intolerabilities, leaving only the joy. 
And again it was time to wait. 
He had promised that he vTOuld speak with Eugene about Paul, 
but he made no definite appointment. He would not admit, even to him-
self, that he did not want to face Eugene. He attempted to rationalize 
his pangs of conscience. We're not hurting anybody, he told himself. 
It did not help. He closed his mind and his soul to everything except 
to Sylvia. He was intoxicated with the joy of possessing her and dizzy 
with the concurrent gamut he ran between happiness and despair. 
One evening Barcia called. "Hay I see you, Simon?" 
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He hesitated. "Are you in trouble?" 
"You think I must be in trouble to call you? No. It's another 
matter. Hay I come to your place?" 
"All right. No, wait. How about the Gardens? I'll meet you 
by the little Japanese bridge. Is six o'clock all right?" 
It seemed a comparatively safe time. Sylvia had never called 
him at that hour. Barcia agreed and, at the appointed time, he went to 
meet her. It vras the first time in a week that he had left the house. 
The city seemed dazed after the week of heat. The air was fresher and 
it seemed as if the hot spell was about to break. He passed a young 
mother wheeling her baby carriage briskly along the sidewalk. He ex-
perienced a new energy, a reflection perhaps of the alertness of the 
young mother. The irritation he had experienced at Barcia's call disap-
peared. The heat has broken, he decided and he thought that he might 
have gone to the Heyersons to see Barcia instead of making her wait for 
him in the City. He remembered how far away they lived and how long it 
would take him to get there and back. Then it was as if somebody had 
taken a siphon and d~awn off his new-found energy. The mere thought of 
being so far away had been enough to sap his strength. 
Once again he was struck by how little and young Barcia looked. 
She wore a full-skirted, sheer cotton dress with tiny rosebuds printed 
in the material. She seemed freshly-showered and neat except for the 
lipstick that veered ever so slightly off one corner of her mouth. He 
had a sudden compunction. 
"I'm a brute to make you come all the way into the City." 
She looked at him queerly, and he thought her smile was forced. 
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"But you've forgotten. I'm still working in Aaron's dress 
shop. I was in the City anyway." 
"I thought you might be on vacation," he said lamely. 
She shook her head still smiling but more naturally. 
They had met at the foot of the Japanese Bridge in the Gardens. 
It was a picturesque scene in the summer afternoon. The bridge arched 
over a cool stream that frothed and gushed over large, granite stones. 
Beside the stream, the vegetation was green and lush in an artful simu-
lation of Hildness. They turned and began to saunter over the bridge. 
\{hite paper Japanese lanterns tied to poles that were attached to the 
bamboo rails bobbed on either side. At the other end, they found a 
bench facing the coolness of the stream and sat down. Tamed, white-
bellied pigeons clustered in groups, web-footed, picking daintily at the 
peanut offerings of children. 
"~lould you like to feed the pigeons?" he asked. "I'll get a 
bag of peanuts." 
"They're fat and greedy," she said smiling. "Besides, I like 
peanuts too. And I don't want to spoil my dinner.'' 
It was not like her to hint so broadly. He was sure she had 
spoken unintentionally. He ignored what she had said. 
"It's a lovely afternoon." 
She glanced around as if noticing for the first time. "I 
think the heat has finally broken." 
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He felt the impatience begin in the pit of his stomach like a 
slow tide that -vmuld rise imperceptibly to reach finally a mighty crescendo 
that -v10uld strain and then burst its boundaries. What do you -vrant, he 
said within him. Get on >~th why you've come and let me go. Let me go. 
It was as if she sensed his sudden tension. 
"I'm concerned about you, Simon," she said. "This time I 
haven't come for myself. It's for you." 
"He?" He was surprised. "But nothing ever happens to me. 
Nobody has ever worried about me. It's kind of you, but you mustn•t ••• " 
"It's the first time I've ever seen you flustered," she said 
thoughtfully. ttYou think of everybody else--never of yourself. And 
when somebody thinks of you, you don't know how to accept it." 
He had been looking straight ahead into the stream of water. 
Now he turned a1vay from the stream and away from her toward the grass 
and the other benches. 
"I'm quite selfish. I do the things I most -..rant to do." 
She sighed. "I'm afraid so." 
He knew suddenly that she was speaking about Sylvia. He could 
not be sure how much she knew, if anything. He -vras paralyzed, motion-
less on the wooden bench, his throat choked and his heart hammering away 
somewhere in his chest. 
"It's so difficult to keep a secret," she said softly. nsome-
how, everything gets known. Somebody sees something, perhaps a totally 
unrelated thing; but something about it suggests something else. The 
conclusion evolved may be wrong, but some element emerges as pure in 
truth. You know the old expression 'Hhere there's smoke, there's fire•. 
Horrible saying--I've always hated it. Yet •••• " 
"Don't go on. Your meaning is clear." 
He turned again to face her. Her eyes, looking up to his, 
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were troubled. 
"Do I sound smug?" she asked. "I have only one thought. I 
don't want to see you hurt. You're so good." 
If she kne-v1, he thought. Good? If she knm-r that, at this 
moment, he was wondering if Sylvia had called, or if she were there, at 
his apartment. He had left the door unlocked in the event that she 
might come. And if she were there? 
"I must go, 11 he said in sudden panic. "I can't imagine what 
you're tall:ing about. At another time I 1-rould be veT'"'J interested in 
guessing. As for me, you mustn't concern yourself. I'm perfectly all 
right. 'dhat could happen to me?" 
He stood up and she rose quickly and put her hand on his arm 
as if the light touch could stop him. 
111,-Jai t. You mustn't. You just came. Please stay a little 
longer. I haven't said everything •••• But if I've offended you, I won't 
say another word. I promise." 
If she~ there •••• 
"I'll call you. We'll get together again very soon.!t' 
He took his arm from her touch and turned and walked quickly 
down the gravel path. After a few steps he stopped and looked back at 
her standing motionless beside the bench. 
"I'm not offended," he said to her over the span of the short 
distance between them. "Please forgive me. I must hurry." 
He walked quickly m·Tay. 1dhen he -vms certain he was out of her 
sight, he began to run. The thought occurred to him that, if she knew 
about Sylvia, she might guess the reason for his hurried departure. But 
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he could not think of that now. He would learn to act more cautiously, 
but he vrould think it through sometime in the future when everything 
would not seem so imminent. The important factor was Sylvia--that she 
might be there waiting. 
By the time he reached the end of the Gardens, he was in a cold 
sweat. His apartment was five blocks away. Two cabs passed, both going 
in the opposite direction. The street was one way, it vrould be quicker 
to walk. Another cab passed going in the right direction but occupied. 
He had hurried so fast that his heart hurt in his chest. His knees 
shook under him as he ran. He was aware of people passing him on the 
street and looking at him queerly. 
At last he reached the corner of his street. The facade of his 
apart~ent building loomed before him, flat-faced, offering no information. 
The last flight of steps vras endless, and his heart was a great, hurting 
hunp in his breast. \fuen he opened his door, he was trembling with heavy 
fatigued shivers. 
"Hello," he said from a dry voice. 
The living-room was empty. 
He glanced into the small kitchen, then into the bedroom. She 
had not come. He sank into a chair, trying to still the audible gasping 
of his breath. It was a long time before his breathing became normal. 
As he thought of the long evening ahead and the waiting for her call, a 
desperation came upon him. I cannot endure this, he thought. He was a-
ware of an extreme exhaustion. He leaned his head back upon the chair 
and in a few minutes he fell asleep. 
~.fuen he a-vmke, he saw her sitting in a chair across the room and 
Hatching him. 
"Sylvia? ':Then did you ••• ? I've been asleep. 1-Jere you look-
ing at me?" 
She laughed. "You needn't feel caught. Hhy is that the usual 
reaction at being found asleep?" 
He reached out his arms and she crossed the room and came into 
them. He took her on his lap and held her to him. He closed his hand 
over her breast and crushed it as hard as he could just short of hurting 
her. The memory of what Barcia had said returned to him without volition; 
and, holding her, his heart sank. 1ilas it knovm that they were lovers? 
Here people whispering now? Had she been seen coming to him? And the 
anguish that he suffered in the waiting--viaS that known too? The pit of 
his stomach felt heavy as lead. He tried to control the smarting at his 
eyes, but it was useless. Tears filled his eyes and he pressed his face 
into her hair so that she •-;ould not know. 
"
1fuat•s to become of me?" he moaned. 
She moved her head and brought her face close to his. 
11Don•t talk. Kiss me. Kiss me." 
He took her mouth into his and began to devour it hungrily. 
Greedily. IIe stood up, lifting her in his arms, and she wiped his eyes 
~~th the palms of her hands as he carried her into the bedroom. 
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CKA.PTER XIX 
~Vhen Paul awoke that morning, the sea that filled his bedroom 
<·lindow vms green and brisk, capped <·lith 1-rhite-frothed, lacey ripplets 
that danced and sparkled under a bright sun. The air ble>-r fresh and 
slightly cool through the open window. He snuggled a little into his 
blanket, then opened his eyes v-lith a small quickening at the thought of 
a bright day ahead. Then he remembered and closed his eyes. 
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Once recalled, there was no forgetting. The fresh blue of the 
sky, so inviting a moment before, seemed garish and bright with false 
promise, an enticer to lure only, but not to fulfill. In a strange way, 
it seemed to him that every summer of his life had begun with anticipation 
and promises that had never been realized. It reminded him of the time 
his parents had taken him into the City to~-rard evening on certain special 
occasions. The lights of the City would glow and beckon, lights that 
started with the bridge that was the entrance into the City and extended 
along the shore line. How exciting 'l·rere the gleaming lights, but never 
once had the realization compared with the delightful approach. He had 
looked fonvard to this summer vlith enthusiasm; but, like his visits to 
the City, it was slowly reducing his optimism pitch by pitch. 
The covers cradled his legs vTithin a heated pocket. He thrust 
them into the air with his feet, drew his legs back and over his head 
and, as if from a spring, arched into a forward bounce to stand erect. 
Through the doorvmy, his father's form in rumpled pyjama bottoms, poised 
in tall stillness to look upon him. 
"Aren't you late, Dad?" 
"It's Saturday. I don't go in today." 
"I forgot." 
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His father came into the room and he looked at his father's 
body, hairless and pink and fin~. If his father were young, he'd probably 
be playing against the liTaring Beach team the next day. All the boys, ex-
cept for hii.m •••• 
"Practicing with the boys today?" his father asked in a half-
humorous, half-chiding tone. 
"Oh, playing ball isn't everything. There's lots of things to 
do in the summer-time." 
"That• s what I've been trying to tell you, 11 his father said. 
Then he stopped. "It's a nice day. You do whatever you want." 
Paul hunched his shoulders up to his ears, extended his right 
leg in a stiffened length, then dragged his left leg to meet it. He 
continued the robot-like motions in a series across the room. 
"~rJhat in the trorld are you doing?" his father asked curiously. 
11Stealing bases." 
His father stared at him. ''V'Jhy the gymnastics with the shoulders? 
Do you think you'll make yourself smaller so you won't be seen?" 
Trailing from the room at a normal gait, Paul flung over his 
shoulder, "Oh, you never. 11 
He debated whether to tell his father his problem. Evidently 
his father had forgotten the date of the annual game vTith Haring Beach. 
1.-Jould his father be mad if he knew they had neglected to ask Paul to play? 
And at vrhom would the anger be pointed--at the director of the team or at 
Paul? 
His father had walked to the "t·Tindm'i" and stood staring at the 
sea for a long time in one of those Quiet, far-away lapses that, recently, 
had been happening so often during the day and evening and that was one 
of the reasons it was so difficult for Paul to reach his father. 
"SumPler is ending," his father said finally. 
And the culmination of the summer's rivalry beh1een Crystal Cove 
and '.-Taring Beach was the play-off game. 
"Change," his father said. His voice was sad. trNothing rePlains 
the same." 
"Then we'd have a static civilization, 11 Paul said.· "I've read 
about that." 
His father turned, smiling. "It• s v.Jhen you want to reach out 
and grasp at things to keep them from moving m-vay that you knov-r you're 
getting old. How can you keep life from escaping--from slipping through 
your fingers? Haybe I'd like to bottle it like perfume and take it out 
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eve~J so often to sniff at it. But I remind myself now of your grand-
father, philosophical and apart from youth. I really must be getting old." 
It was not the tine of talk of baseball. Paul recognized that. 
He came to a decision. After breakfast, he would bike to Bentley's and 
find out the truth. ~vas tomorrow really the date of the game? And had 
he been left out, dropped lri thout being told? 
On Saturd~s, the traffic was heavier, city people laboring 
tmv-ard the ocean in slovr, long lines, aimed past the houses, tm-1ard Sea-
brink, where they 1-vould park their cars in a straggling, horizontal row 
along the edge of the sand and unpack blankets, umbrellas, cooking equip-
ment, and small, outdoor refrigerators to make the beach their home for 
the day. Forced to the side of the road, his bicycle exerted itself over 
the sand spilled on the tarred surface. The wheels crunched and grated 
over the heavy particles. He set his teeth and bore down on the pedals 
more heavily. In front of a grill-ornamented, Hhite stucco house, 
Bentley sat on the steps, intent on a baseball glove that he v.rore on his 
hand. Paul stopped and dismounted. 
"Hi, Bent." 
Bentley glanced up briefly, nodded, then resQmed his contem-
plation of the glove. 
''If you can't talk to me, I guess I'd better be going." 
~~~·Jho's not talking?tt Bentley asked vTith surprise. 
"You didn't even say hello." 
"Listen, kid, you got a chip. I'm just as sociable as ahrays. 
Busy, that's all. You don't have to make a case. Haybe that's the 
trouble." 
Paul had walked to his bicycle and had been about to mount. 
He stopped and turned back. 
"Tell me the truth, Bent. I want to knov.r. Is the play-off 
game with Haring tomorrmv-?" 
From a crevice bebreen the step and the rise, a fat spider 
emerged partially, poised as if in reconnaissance, then c~1e out into 
view wholly to waddle on leathery, spindle legs the length of the plaill{. 
Bentley stood up and carelessly crushed the spider with his heel, then 
scuffed the remains off the step v-Ji th the sole of his shoe. He sat dmm 
again and recommenced his examination of his glove, turning it on both 
sides and picking at the stitches with the fingers of his right hand. 
Paul had another thought. tt1-Jhat did you mean is the trouble? 
Trouble 1-lith me? \Jhat's the matter v-Jith me? They are going to play, 
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aren't they? They left me out purposely." 
"I told you before," Bent said. "You act like a fairy. Look, 
now. In another minute you're gonna cry. See?tt 
Never, Paul thought. Not in front of him. I'd die first. He 
rushed to his bike and mounted it quickly, all the while blinking very 
hard. Bentley stood up and shouted after him. 
"You don't expect me to stay out just because •••• " 
The rest of the sentence was lost. Paul bent low over his 
handlebars and pedaled as fast as he could. Since the greater part of 
the traffic was headed in the other direction, the ride home was quicker, 
but the wind was northerly and the rush of air in his face tired Paul 
very soon. Gradually, he began to grow angry. He stopped and waited for 
a gap in the traffic, then walked his bicycle to the other side of the 
street and headed back to Bentley's house. He could hardly 1-1ait until 
he sa-v1 Bentley, and then the words came rushing out. 
11All right, if you're so great. How do you act if you feel 
bad? You're ahrays criticizing me. Hhat's different about me? \of'nat 
-vmuld you do?" 
Bentley had risen from the step at Paul's approach Hith the be-
ginning of a smile on his face. At Paul's verbal assault, the smile dis-
appeared. He appeared to consider a moment. 
111";Jhen you feel like crying, laugh instead. That 1-1ay, the other 
fellovr never knows hovr bad he's hurt you and he gets 1-vorried about ho-cJ 
tough you really are." 
"If you're so perfect," Paul said, "you're not such a perfect 
friend. I don't notice you staying home tomorrow because they left me 
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out. You're supposed to be a friend of mine, or maybe I'm wrong about 
that too." 
"Haybe you are, kid." 
Paul felt his lips begin to tremble. With a great effort, he 
flattened the lower lip into a smile. For a moment he was not certain 
whether the smile would break and he would burst into tears, but the 
smile held and became more natural. Then he saw Bentley staring at him 
in a strange fashion. 
"Tell you, kid. They are stinkers and I won't go vTi th them to 
the game. i;le' 11 do something together tomorrow." 
"I don't w·ant to spoil your fun, Bent.n 
"What are friends for?" 
Riding home again, Paul thought about the quarrel and how 
quickly they had become reconciled. Bentley had seemed to gain a new re-
spect for him Hhen he had stopped himself from crying. The other day, 
when he had fallen from his bike and laughed about it, Bentley had re-
spected him too, he remembered. Perhaps that was the key. Bravery. 
Valor. He thought of himself performing remarkable deeds vTith absolute 
fearlessness. Perhaps he v.rould sHim very far out in the sea one day, as 
far as his father could swim. Or perhaps he 1·1ould climb the Black Rocks 
and dive into the 1v-ater belmv. That was a height. A height? His mind 
veered and slid away. But if he could climb to a great, a dizzying 
height and jump into the sea, then would his father turn his eyes upon 
him in a reappraisal as Bentley had done? 
He heard the blare of a horn, and a car going in the opposite 
direction slovred then slid its shining blue length to the side of the 
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road and stopped. Paul braked to a stop also and looked back. Seated at 
the vrheel was Gilbert Poland, the tall, young college man who vras the 
director of the ball temn. Gilbert was broad-shouldered with sandy hair 
and blue eyes and a large-featured face vlhich even nm.; tended tm·rard 
fleshiness. He turned to Paul 1-rith a hearty greeting and motioned to 
him that it vras safe to proceed, but Paul remained on his side of the 
road and spoke across the barrier of intermittent, flashing cars. 
"Do you know what time we're meeting in the morning, Paul?" 
Gilbert asked. 
Paul felt his heart leap. Everything was all right then and 
he had been included. 
"Don't you knov;?tt he asked. 
"I v.rasn't at practice yesterday. The boys made all the plans 
without me. It's a lucky thing I ran into you this way so I don't have 
to go scouting around trying to find out." 
"Oh," Paul said. 
A car whizzed between them, its tires·whirring on the sun-
softened road. It was a gay sound that the tires made and the sun danced 
crazily on the nickeled headlights and the breeze from the passing car 
lifted the hair on Paul's head with teasing playfulness. It was a day in 
which to be joyous, but his heart felt heavy. 
"I think we have it made this year," Gilbert said. "Spirit is 
big 1-Tith us, don't you think?" 
Paul considered a moment, then nodded. 
"Hhen I v.ras a kid," Gilbert said, "I had more spirit than body. 
You wouldn't believe that looking at me now. I'm glad I didn't lose the 
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spirit when I grew into the body. I'm Hi th you kids all the 1-1ay. If I 
feel this sort of spirit, you kids have to feel it, don't you think?" 
Paul could only stare mutely and nod. 
Gilbert's big hands eased along the steering vTheel. "\·Jha t' s 
the good Hord? 1-Jhere are we meeting?" 
Paul hesitated. Finally he said, "I wasn't there either 
yesterday." 
111' d better get along and dig up the information then. Looks 
like I'll have to let you know, don't you think?" 
He waved his hand and was gone, the blue car irridescent in the 
sunlight until it was lost around a curve. The momentary elation Paul 
had felt after he had left Bentley had disappeared. There was no change 
in the face of the issue--the boys had not included him. Yet Gilbert had 
asked him to come, had assu;.ned that he w-as coming. 'tlhy wasn't that 
enough? He could casually mention about meeting Gilbert today and hm-1 
they had discussed the meeting place for the next day and how neither one 
had knmm. The boys "rould understand that Gilbert had asked him to come. 
Bentley. Bentley knevr the truth. Bentley had told him he wasn't vranted. 
But even 1ri thout Bentley. AnY~vay •••• 
As he approached his house, he sm-1 his mother standing w-ithin 
the opened door and taiking to a man. At first he did not recognize the 
man, but as he drm-1 closer, he saw the thin legs and squat body and he 
knevJ it .. ras Simon Hoffit. They stood close together, not touching, but 
something about their eyes made it seem that they touched. For a moment, 
Paul 1·rondered vrhether he should turn a .. ray -vrhile he was still unnoticed, 
but then his mother sa1v him. She did not move back but he felt the 
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communication--if that I·Ias vrhat it had been--beh·Teen the two older people 
brea.J.c. 
"It's a sweet day," he heard his mother say. "So cool. So 
calm. So bright." And then, "Paul. Hhere have you been? Twe have some-
thing to tell you." 
Had the boys called about the game tomorrow-? But his mother 
would not have understood the importance or significance of such a call; 
therefore, she -vrould not have greeted him instantly 1vith such new-s. I'm 
on a seesa1v, he thought. I'd better get off before I get dizzy. Hhy 
can't I make up my mind to it--they don't want me. 
"'Why are we standing here?" his mother said. She brushed back 
her short hair in a confused vray. She looked flustered and pretty, Paul 
thought. Her laugh vras soft. "You haven't said hello to Mr. 1·1offitt.n 
They went into the house together and Simon Hoffit put his arm 
around Paul's shoulders and it felt good because Paul liked Simon. In 
his thoughts, he always called him Simon but he addressed him as Hr. be-
cause it saved the inevitable remonstrance from his parents or maybe it 
was because he had respect for Simon and vTOuld have called him Hr. Hoffi tt 
anyvray. Respect. That l'lfas the thing. 
He did not see his father, and he vmnt to the 1rindm-rs and looked 
out upon the beach, and there ,,ras his father on the Hhi te sand on a 
blanket that fluttered at the corners in the breeze vdth the sun golden 
on his body that lay prone on its stomach w-ith the head face dotvn and 
resting on crossed arms. 
"It's not a beach day, 11 his mother said. "Too vlindy. But the 
sun is hot enough. 11 
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"~fuat• s the news?" Paul asked, suddenly remembering. 
It -vras Simon who ans-vmred. 
"Your cousin Arnie has asked me to brine him here. i;ve thought 
tomorrovv vrould be convenient if the idea pleases you." 
Paul looked at his mother in surprise. He lvould not have 
thought •••• She had crossed the room for a cigarette and he heard the 
clip-clip of her bare feet in her straw slippers, and he vratched her slim, 
brown heels in their rhythmic rise and fall in the open-back shoes. She 
leaned over a table and fUTibled with the silver lighter and, for once, 
there was nobody at her elbow to help. Simon, in his chair, had tensed 
as if ready to spring fon1ard yet held back invisibly but forcibly. Paul 
1;-1as taking a perverse pleasure in seeing his mother having trouble w-ith 
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the flint. There was something about her today, that disturbed him with-
out his understanding why. Her skin was satin smooth and the whites of 
her eyes were -v.rhi ter than he had ever seen them and her teeth gleamed again 
and again in her tanned face. Has it radiance? He shook his head, not in 
negation, but in doubt. At last the fuel caught, and the lighter burned 
with a strong flame until the end of her cigarette glowed. She turned to 
face him. 
"I thought it 1-rould make you happy. You've always liked Arnie," 
she said questioningly. 
"He's all right, 11 he said indifferently. 
"I don't understand you," his mother flashed. "I try •••• 11 
Simon looked at her and she stopped and shrugged her shoulder 
and her laugh was half-rueful and half-amused. It "t·ras a laugh that brought 
Paul a return of the discomfort, and he left the room through the opened 
terrace doors and went down the chiseled rock steps, his sneakered feet 
finding the cleft s and crevices with easy farniliari ty. The sun -vras hot 
on the rock but the breeze blew· and tempered the heat of the rock and the 
sea smelled of brine and seaweed. He heard his mother call to him, but 
he did not turn. 
l:Jhen he reached the sand the breeze vras stronger and made a 
sound of its mm that 1-vas loud and quick and, together with the sound of 
the sea, shut out all sound from above so that he and his father, lying 
on the sand at his feet, seemed alone in this tiny world of a white-
sanded cove ~,Tith the froth-capped deep green of the sea the only object 
that lay ahead. His father moved and he dropped down to share a corner 
of the blanket. For a while, they did not speak. 
At last, when his father spoke, he sounded very strange. "Do 
you ever think of life in larger terms? Are you too young--or perhaps 
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not. :'men I was a boy, I remember asking my mother what God looked like. 
And she said, 'God created man in His mm image. If you think of the 
handsomest man you ever saw, that must be what God looks like.' I thought, 
then God must look like Papa. Because r~ father was very good-looking 
~rrhen he was younger. Every time I thought about God, I gave him a face 
that was like my father's face. But as my father gre1-T older, his features 
coarsened and blurred until his face seemed like a .painting that somebody 
has reached out his hand and smudged vrhile it was still wet. Then my 
image of God was confused and I no longer pictured His face clearly. I 
think it Has vJhen I lost the image that I lost the fear. Are you afraid 
of God, Paul?n 
And it seemed to Paul that his father 1.;as looking throughhim 
and could see his cowardices, his terrors, his inadequacies and, above 
all, this last, this ultimate failure of the game tomorro-vr. 
"A certain amount of fear is a necessary thing," his father 
said. "It's the check that keeps you from a final ruin. And it's the 
spur that makes man strive to be better than himself. The results of 
the fear are obvious enough, it's the fear itself that is so elusive. 
Fear of what? Fear of God? Of what He may do to you? Punishment? Or 
of what you may do to yourself? Or the kind of fear I get when I s-vnm 
out into the ocean until I reach a point Hhere I know I must turn back 
or my strength may fail before I reach the shore. The point of ~ return, 
I call it. This is a fear of another degree or quality. Yet all these 
fears have a co~~on purpose, self-preservation. Then I ask, is this such 
an important purpose? Is this all?" 
Suddenly he pushed the air as if a tangible object blocked his 
-vmy and rose to his feet. 
"I think I'm going for a s·wim." 
He walked to the edge of the water, hesitated, then turned and 
came back a fe1J steps. He opened his mouth to speak, then seemed to 
change his mind and turned again to the sea. 
The water foamed and bubbled under his dive, then his arms 
scathed the surface ~<rith wide, rhythmic s-vreeps. 
302. 
Paul's sense of failure was immeasurable. It seemed that every-
thing his father had said had been pointed at him. He had been right in 
thinking that bravery would co~mand his father's respect. liis father had 
spoken of fear only as if aware he could judge his son by no other stand-
ard. He had longed to tell his father his problem about the game and ask 
his advice as to 1irhether he should go on the strength of the director's 
haphazard invitation. Yet his father had been so strange, so aloof. How 
could he have broken through the wall? Suddenly he remembered his visit 
iilth Bentley that morning and the quarrel. With the reconciliation had 
come a new warmth and closeness. Perhaps if he could induce his father 
into a quarrel--
The waves chopped and spilled their froth in miniature repeti-
tion upon repetition. His father's head was a moving dot upon a lace-
frilled apron. How far his strength carried him. How brave •••• 
He arose and fastened the rippling blanket to the sand with 
two large stones •• \ihen the moving dot changed its course and started on 
its return, Paul slowly and quietly began to climb the stone steps. The 
late afternoon 1,;as verJ still. T1vo birds halted their passage overhead 
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to cry shrilly as if in protect against the silence. Is it true, Paul 
thought, that if I had not been here to listen to their cries, there vrould 
have been no sound? He thought about this for a r1oment and considered 
himself as the r.1ediun upon whom sound was agented. He held out his fore-
finger and touched the rock. Is the same thing true, he wondered. If 
there were nothing for my finger to touch, vrould my finger be capable of 
feeling anything by itself? He >·riggled his finger a little. That• s not 
a test, he thought. There's alvmys the insides. Blood running through 
and all that. He ran quickly up the remainder of the steps in his 
sneakered feet, across the lawn and stopped short in front of the terrace 
doors. 
i:Jithin the room, his mother and Simon Hoffitt, as in a vrelded 
vise, their bodies molded together at knee, breast and head, strained, 
mouth upon mouth, in a dark oblivion of place and time. 
The late afternoon had ripened and ebbed, the sky shoHed red 
above the froth of the sea, the breezes quickened and brought a salt 
freshness that wafted its scent to the nostrils and clung to the clothes 
like an added garment. They had called to him an interminable number of 
times but had not considered searching for him. He sat hudcUed in a 
corner of the garage, on the floor, the stone cold and damp in the cool-
ness of the late summer evening. Long after the red sbJ had paled and 
darkened, first to violet then slow·ly to blackness before the relief of 
t1·rinkling pinpoints had appeared in golden thickness, he firmed his back 
against the stone vJall and shuddered under the i'leight of his guilt. 
His 11ras the fault. He did not consider ho11r. He felt rather 
than thought, sensed rather than reasoned. Failure is a cancer, a malig-
nant, dynamic force that spreads in all directions and envenoms Hhere it 
touches. His mother appeared to him in a more tender light than he had 
ever vievmd her, blameless, a victim of his omissions. It -vms the latter 
sensation that took him back to the house. His mother -vmuld worrJ. 
They sat at the dinner table drinking coffee, his oHn place 
Hhite and immaculate, an island in the litter of a finished meal. His 
mother rose to serve him with an unuorried face. tfuat had seemed an 
eternity of endless duration in the garage, had passed quickly and enjoy-
ably here in the house. For the first time he felt a rancor tm.rard his 
mother. 
Eugene had hardly noticed Paul. He was looking at Simon ex-
pectantly as if Haiting for an ansHer to a question he hadvoiced. There 
vras a surprised look on Simon's face. 
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"The issue you raise concerns morality," Simon said, !!not 
values. And morality is a slippery word to define. There is a school 
w·hich says immorality consists in doing that >-rhich you knNJ in your heart 
to be wrong. An action which is wrong for you is not necessarily wrong 
for somebody else. Sin, then, becomes intangible. 1ihat is sin for one 
is not sin for another, according to the mores of the society in which 
you live or the precepts you learned at your grandmother's knee. But 
how can we define morality too closely? The moment we try, -vre lose the 
meaning altogether. 11 
Eugene looked directly into Simon's face not noticing the cig-
arette still burning in his fingers until Sylvia moved an ashtray closer 
to his hand. Absently, he flicked the long white ash into the china dish 
and turned back to Simon. 
"I've never considered you as a tolerant or broad thinker," 
he said thoughtfully. "In fact, from your background, I -vrould have 
called you the opposite." 
Simon laughed. "You mean I vrear my orthodoY.y like a cloak. 
Hm;rever, I did not state these views as my own personal opinions. Being 
aware of certain trends of thinking is not the same as agreeing with 
them. On the other hand, neither arn I saying I disagree with them." 
Eugene quenched his cigarette ,,rith a suddenly irritated air. 
"This isn• t 1;-rhat I meant at all. Perhaps morality isn't the word. I 
don't kno-v1. I can•t express my thoughts as Hell as you. A novel or a 
play or a movie has a theme that holds it together. I believe this to 
be true about a person's life. Only the theme may be bad sometimes or 
not worthvrhile enough to hang a whole life on. You're an intellectual. 
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You must have thought about these things, if not in these ,;..rords, in 
others. Hhat is the theme of your life? On what sort of thread do you 
string the beads that are your actions? Surely you select the things 
you ~vill do or ·Hill not." 
"1Vhy do you choose C!J.e?" Simon asked. 
"Above everybody, you.'t 
The curtains had not been dra-vm, and the night sho~..red inky 
black against the -.;vindou pane. In the distance, across the invisible 
sea, a fe"t·T lights from buoys or ships blinked in inter::tittent flashes. 
One door -vms open, and Paul, sitting vvith the draft at his back, shivered 
slightly. 
11
"\Vhat is the theme of my life?" Simon said in a Hondering 
tone. "You are right. An analytical person should knov-1." He raised 
his head suddenly and the doubt left his face. 
"To recognize the truth and to call it by its name." 
Paul savJ his father's attentiveness. Simon went on still in 
that positive tone. 
"This is the true value--there is no morality involved. Truth 
is morality." 
All at once he looked at Sylvia and the assurance left his 
voice. 
"Truth is the goal," he said a little sadly, "but not alw-ays 
the path." 
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Paul, shivering from the chilliness of the night air, savr his 
mother and Simon again in their welded embrace and felt once more that 
Hhat he had seen "tvas a sign of a unified and universal disapproval of ~· 
He did not give a reason to his feeling. He did not even put it into 
v-rords. He had a need to be close to somebody, to his father. Hhat he 
Hanted was the -vrarmth of a reconciliation, but ho;.r could you make up a 
quarrel that had never erupted? He noticed that the vrind had changed, 
for the salt smell of the sea came directly into the room. His father 
took a deep breath. 
"'dill you close the door, Paul?" 
The 1rind opposed the closing 1ri th futile resistance. 'tfuen 
Paul returned to his seat, Simon was still talking. 
" •••• to strip mvay the veils of falseness and deceit and dig 
dmm--deep down inside yourself for what is real and true. itfe tend to 
thiru< of life in terms of fairy tales--to idealize a situation the way 
we like to see it or the way we have read about it in books. Underneath 
all the layers of conventional thinking, is reality. One must train 
oneself to probe and to withstand dismay. In the beginning, reality is 
not always pleasant. Eventually, however, it's the fairy tale that be-
comes odious." 
"I like that," Eugene said. "To recognize the truth and to 
call it by its name." 
He had repeated the phrase slowly as if he ;.ras tasting ~trine and 
savoring it. 
For Paul, the scene was confusing. It ltTas not that what he sa;.r 
represented unreality as much as that 1-vhat he remembered seeing that 
afternoon had the unsubstantial quality of a dream. Simon and his mother 
acted too normally. Had it really happened? It was all too improbable. 
Nor did it seem more believable vvhen Simon had said a normal 
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good night and left, and the next rnorning when he brought Arnie back 
with him and sat at the breakfast table ·with his mother and father for a 
cup of coffee. It was as if a night had not intervened and there had 
been no interruption in the conversation between his father and Simon 
except that now the table 1rras set with yellow crockery instead of the 
white china dishes and the people at the table uere dressed differently--
his mother in 1-rhite shorts 1-ri th a yellovr shirt and his father in a 
loosely-knit, open-collared jersey. Simon, too, had changed his dark 
suit for a blue, cotton seersucker but he 1rmre again a 1-rhite shirt and 
dark-striped tie. Hm-rever, the crispness of his suit had 1-Tilted c>.nd his 
shoulders seemed massive and muscle-knotted through the limp material. 
Paul looked at him and then at his mother. 
Another difference was Arnie was there. Ruddy-cheeked and 
arrogant, Arnie managed, in his freshly pressed Chinos and polo shirt, 
to appear so vlell-sroomed that Sylvia looked at Paul 1-rith a frmm. 
"Isn't that the same shirt you v;ore yesterday? Really, Paul. 
All you have to do is to open your dra"tver. Hhy do you pull your belt 
so tightly? Look how it bunches your waist." 
The two boys escaped to the garage 1·rhere they held a consul ta-
tion. Arnie's almond-shaped eyes, cutting back and forth, rested oriefly 
on Paul's face. A trace of excitement showed in the pupils and in the 
heiehtening of color in his ruddy cheeks, flecks of pleasure that mani-
fested themselves in restless, jerky movements and unfinished statements. 
Paul sensed Arnie's animation and tried to respond to it, but he felt 
weighted dovm emotionally as if with a heavy substance. This 1·lill be a 
bad day for me, he decided. He remembered a discussion he had once had 
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with his grandfather and how his grandfather had told him that life was 
a cycle. People had bad days and then good days. All you had to do was 
to set your mind to the idea that the bad day would pass. Just sit it 
out, he said to himself. He turned his attention to his guest. 
"We could bike to the Black Rocks,tt he said. "It isn't hot 
enough to stay on the beach all day; and, if you like, we can wear 
trunks underneath and have a swim there." 
"Bike?" Arnie said. He lifted his hands, palms up, and hunched 
his shoulders. "With what?tt 
Paul thought a moment. "Bentley, a friend of mine, has an 
extra bike. It used to be his brother's, but he's too old for it now. 
We can walk my bike there and get it. It isn't far." 
"Great idea," Arnie said. "That sounds great. Simply great." 
Ordinarily, Arnie's approval would have warmed him, but Paul 
felt a chill. He had forgotten. If they went there, Bentley might talk 
about the game today. He might not mention the fact that Paul had not 
been asked; but if he said that he was going, Arnie would probably question 
the fact that Paul was not playing. It seemed intolerable that Arnie 
should know that he had not been asked to play. It was another decision 
to make. 
"I went to a kid • s house last Sunday," Arnie said. "We had a 
great time. Well ••• there was a beach ••• We dug clams. Even went fish-
ing. But this sounds better." 
It was the highest form of praise Arnie had ever given him. 
Without another word, Paul took his bike from the garage and the two 
boys started up the road, wheeling the bike between them. 
Bentley had not left for the game. He listened to their plans 
and announced that he would join them. 
''Weren't you--going somewhere else today?" Paul asked in a 
low voice. 
Bentley looked at him. "I'm with you, kid," he said. 
However, there was no reassurance for Paul. He sensed 
Bentley's loyalty and that Bentley had not told on purpose. Bentley's 
intentions were excellent; their execution was another matter. A long 
day lay ahead. Somewhere, Bentley would forget. 
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Paul and Arnie had decided that Paul would telephone his mother 
from Bentley's house to escape possible remonstrances and delay. It was 
less convenient to refuse permission over the telephone, they had reasoned. 
Sylvia's concern was about their lunch. 
"Where will you eat?" she objected half-heartedly. "Oh, I 
suppose some hot dog stand along the wa:y. What will your Aunt Polly 
think? The one day he visits us. The family will make a fine story." 
"They're not like that, Mother," he said. "You want him to have 
a good time, don't you?" 
"Is that what he really wants to do?" 
He nodded, forgetting she could not see him, but she seemed to 
sense the affirmative movement from his silence. 
''Well, go then." 
The sound of her voice evoked the picture of her and Simon 
again and how they had strained toward each other in such closeness, 
and suddenly he felt sick. He hung up without saying goodbye. 
She'll think we were disconnected, he said to himself, but he 
didn't really care what she would think. The strange tenderness that 
had been his reaction to the scene yesterday had disappeared, and what 
had taken its place was a cold miser,y. This is the worst ~ of my life, 
he decided. 
They started off with Bentley in the lead, Arnie following and 
Paul bringing up the rear. The traffic was heav,y and their progress was 
slow. At certain places, where they could ride two abreast, Paul 
caught up with Arnie; then, when the road narrowed, he dropped behind. 
In spite of a fresh sea breeze, the sun beat on their bare heads and 
their perspiration flowed freely. 
"Want to stop for a rest?" Bentley called over his shoulder. 
"Who's tired?" Paul said quickly. "Let's get on with it." 
If we stop, he thought, Bentley will talk. How he was to pre-
vent any conversation for the remainder of the trip, he did not know. 
He could take only one step at a time. Why am I making such a fuss, he 
thought all at once. What do I care whether he tells or not? What dif-
ference does it make? He called to the boys to stop and they dismounted 
and dragged their bikes from the side of the road to the bottom of a sand 
dune. They banked the bikes into the dune and climbed to the top where 
they flung themselves down to nestle into the hot sand. The sun beat on 
their heads but the breeze from the sea felt clear and fresh. 
"What a ~ for a ball game." Paul said suddenly. 
Now why did I say that, he asked himself aghast. 
"The water looks good," Bentley said. "How about a swim here 
and then go on to the Rocks?" 
"We'll be wet," Arnie objected. tti don't like to ride in a 
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wet suit. Wait till we get there and at least have a chance to dry off 
before we start back. That is," with a sidelong glance at his cousin, 
"if Paul wants to go swimming." 
"The kid's a good swimmer," Bentley said. "There's nothing 
wrong with his swimming." 
"Who said there was?" 
"You didn't ~' but it sounded as if •••• " 
"Never mind, Bent," Paul said. "Thanks anyway." 
Arnie sat up, indignant. "Look, I never meant anything. What 
did I say?" 
Paul tugged at a blade of grass in the resistant sand and be-
gan tearing it into long narrow ribbons. 
"It•s not his fault, Bent. It's mine. We're both jumpy be-
cause of the ball game today and because we both know I wasn't asked to 
play. And now that it's said, let•s forget about it and let's get 
going. I'm tired of the subject anyway." 
"But we've been here only a minute." Arnie said. 
Without answering, Paul slid down the side of the dune and 
mounted his bike. The others followed. They were silent the rest of the 
way. It was as if the recent conversation, while clearing the air some-
what for Paul, had dampened the spirit of all three boys. Why did I 
tell, Paul asked himself. Bentley wouldn't have let on. Bent was try-
ing to protect me. But that was worse--as if I couldn't do anything for 
myself. 
His mood of indifference to the situation had passed. He could 
imagine the contempt with which Arnie regarded him, and he wondered if, 
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in a small measure, it was a parallel to the emotion with which his 
father considered him. 
Before they reached the Black Rocks, he had come to a 
decision. There ~ something he could do. Several times, his father 
had urged him to climb to the extremity of the arm that extended into 
the sea, but Paul had always refused. Even the thought of standing on 
the point and looking downward had been enough to make him dizzy. This, 
at least, he could do. And more. 
There were people on the Rocks today because it was Sunday and 
they did not have the privacy of an ordinary weekday. Arnie climbed 
quickly but only on the part that rose above the sand. He stood there 
with the wind blowing his dark hair and whipping an even ruddier color 
into his cheeks, and his dark eyes snapped. 
there?" 
"This is the greatest," he said. "This is worth everything." 
"Let's get out on the point," Paul said. 
Arnie looked a little skeptical. "Is the water deep out 
Paul laughed. "Afraid you'll fall in?" 
"Not afraid. I just wouldn't like to." 
"Bet you'd be afraid to--jump in." The words came out with 
more of a hiss than Paul had anticipated. 
"Look, kid," Bentley said. "Nobody's daring anybody to do 
anything. Let's change the subject." 
"Too many subjects have to be changed today," Paul said. "I 
feel like sticking to this one. What•s so great about jumping in? It's 
so far out--the water must be deep there. It only means swimming back, 
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unless I could climb back on the rocks." 
It was out. The two boys looked at him uneasily. 
"You don't mean it, kid," Bentley said. '~ou don't have to." 
For answer, Paul began making his way toward the point. The 
rocks rose steeply from the sea, granular, irregular masses with dome-
like sills arching over underlying rock. His sneakered feet grasped 
footholds, raindrop impressions and ripple marks concreted in the slaty 
cleavage. Now he was alone and the sea was louder in his ears. The 
cries of the birds overhead were clear and distinct, but his thoughts 
tumbled about in his head like loose pebbles in a jar. A roaring in his 
ears increased his feeling of solitude and he was isolated in a milky 
vacuum. With a sinking heart and a nervous tremor, he made his wa:y to 
the last extremity, the finger of the outlying rocks. He looked down, 
then quickly raised his eyes. The dizziness will pass, he thought. 
He loosened his belt and slipped off his trousers and shirt. 
Under his Chinos were his bathing trunks. He saw himself as weak and 
puny and he was sick at heart. How he had failed his father. Perhaps 
his father would be angry now too at this thing he was about to do. If 
he became angry, there would be a reconciliation later and with it the 
closeness with his father that he longed for. But his father wouldn't 
be angry. This one act would be a reparation for his many failures. 
And there was his mother. Somehow, his guilt about his mother and Simon 
would be wiped out. 
He looked down at the sea again, at the water black and swirl-
ing around the base of the rocks. He heard voices; and, when he turned 
his head, he saw people coming toward him over the rocks. He thought he 
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heard Arnie's laugh. The roaring in his head was louder, and the cries 
of the birds seemed closer above his head. It was imperative to hurry. 
The shouts of the people were more distinct. 
" •••• rocks below." 
It was too late. Poised to dive, the continuity of the action 
made its completion. At the last moment, wanting to withdraw, he 
spoiled the dive that might have arched him safely further into the sea, 
instead of close by the base where jagged rocks spread, unseen, under the 
swirling black waters. 
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CHAPTER XX 
It was a few days before Simon could bring himself to pay the 
customary call of condolence. He had been to the funeral, but he had 
come late and had hung back on the edges of the great crowd, trying to 
close his mind and hearing against the wailing and deep bitter sobbing. 
There was only a glimpse of Sylvia, clothed in black and supported, 
half-unconscious, into the waiting car. He huddled against a wall, de-
siring only that she did not see him. Let her not blame herself, he 
prayed. 
Again, when he made his visit, he had the illusion of being a 
casual acquaintance, courteous and feeling the tragedy through identifi-
cation but not truly close to the situation. What helped to support the 
impression was the fact that both Eugene and Sylvia were under the in-
fluence of strong sedation and accepted the munnured words of sympathy 
as if from a great distance. Simon wondered if Sylvia actually saw 
him. 
There was a large crowd in the house that evening; and, after 
his initial greeting, he looked for an empty chair among those lined in 
groups along the walls of the room. Barcia Heyerson beckoned. 
"Sit here, Simon." 
She spoke in a low voice, almost a whisper, but to Simon the 
effect was as if she shouted. He sat down quickly to avoid drawing 
further attention. They were silent for a while. 
"There isn't much to say," she said finally. "So young. And 
so beautiful. It makes you wonder why." 
He nodded silently. 
"Mr. Diamond is ill," she ventured after another pause. Simon 
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looked about the room. 
"He isn't here. He's home in bed. He keeps blaming himself. 
If he hadn't gone away, he says, it wouldn • t have happened. Paul and he 
were such good friends. Paul would have confided in him." 
Simon looked at her with a start. 
•It was an accident. Surely you don•t mean •••• " 
"Oh, no, no," she hastened to say. "Nothing like that. Yet 
the mere fact that he attempted the dive at all was significant of a 
troubled mind." 
"I see." 
Suddenly, from the other end of the room, they heard Eugene's 
voice loud and clear. 
"What made him do it7 I don't understand what made him do it.• 
Other voices hastened to answer and words were lost in the wash 
of munnurings. 
It seemed intolerable to Simon that he could not go to Sylvia 
and touch her hand. He felt apart and shut out from her life. It was 
as if the sorrow she felt was a tangible barrier between them, a private 
possession she guarded jealously in which he was not allowed to share. 
It was hers alone, and she remained inviolate behind the curtain of her 
suffering. 
It was then that he could have wept. Shame on me, he cried 
silently. At such a time, to be thinking.... For still the sweetness 
of her flesh drew him, and he could not pluck his mind from images of 
their passion. He pressed his hand before his eyes, shook his head 
slightly as one who throws a stone into a still surface to scatter the 
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reflections, and turned his attention once more to Barcia. 
"Are you alone tonight? I don't see Aaron and his wife or 
Polly. It's quite a distance for you, isn't it? How will you get home?" 
She smiled pleasantly. 
"I've come straight from the City--from the store. The fall 
dresses are starting to arrive and we've been open evenings. This is 
the first night I've been able to come." 
He nodded understandingly. 
"You've worked and let the others go." 
"It was nothing. It was more important for them, you see." 
"I'll drive you home, of course." 
She hesitated, then her eyes dropped in what appeared to be a 
vague consent that confused him because he had expected a more spontan-
eous response. 
"I heard you had bought a car. And have you known how to drive 
all along? Somehow I've never associated you with driving." 
She was fragile and wide-eyed, and he realized suddenly that 
he had patronized her in his mind for a long time as slow and dull when 
compared with the flashing quickness that belonged to Sylvia. He had 
allied himself with Sylvia against them all, had accepted her intolerance 
for brilliance, her humor for wit. He recognized with an unexpected 
appreciation the tact that Barcia displ~ed. How could I have thought 
her dull, he said to himself. How neatly she has covered the embarrass-
ment of my asking to drive her home. 
There was a moment of sharp pain when it was time to say good-
night and leave. Sylvia remained remote in her island of suffering, and 
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Simon was not certain she was even conscious that he had been there. 
Only at the end, when he reached down and pressed her am in an unpre-
cipitated desire to force her awareness, did she suddenly clutch at his 
hand with a tenacious, fierce grip that caused him almost to topple over 
by its unexpectedness and strength. She relaxed her grip instantly; and, 
when he looked into her eyes, he saw there the veil that separated them. 
Did I ever hold her, he thought. I should have extended those moments 
somehow. They went too fast. 
On the ride home, Barcia asked him to talk with Mr. Diamond. 
"It's too late this evening. He must be in bed. Not asleep, 
because I hear him walking about all night. But he would think it 
strange for you to ask for him now. He might be alarmed. Could you 
come at another time?" 
"You don't have to beseech me to visit the Meyerson house." 
He was irritable like a man who has stayed out all night and is angry 
when somebody reminds him it is morning. "I've been in the habit of ••• " 
"They've missed you," she said in a low voice. "Mr. Diamond 
needs you now." 
His peevishness evaporated, quickly, as if someone had turned 
a tap. 
"He must be suffering," he said shaking his head. 
She smoothed the fabric of the glove over her forefinger. 
"He is in torment." She spoke quietly, her choice of wording more 
dramatic than her tone. 
Before they parted, he promised that he would come but he did 
not commit himself to a definite date. 
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He took refuge in his books for the next few days. He sat 
in his apartment surrounded by them and he looked at their titles and 
breathed them in. It was like a meeting with friends he had not seen 
for a long time, with whom there is so much to say that words come 
tumbling thick and fast without sequence or even logic. There were many 
books he had begun but had never gotten around to finishing, like the 
promises lovers make with good intentions and break through loss of in-
terest. He chose The Divine Comegy; it stuck a little in the shelf and 
he pulled gently to release it. !2, hope of~ could~ comfort~· 
He closed it and replaced it just as gently. The books smelled of 
mustiness and wet wood and he lifted the pages to his face and sniffed 
them. Ulysses. ~Douce of satin douced ~ ,!E!! !&• Who was it said 
there was no positive value in Joyce? How about the Word--the dynamic 
force that motivated Don Quixote? !na they beheld Him ~ ~' ~ 
Bloom Eli.iah, ~ clouds !2£. angels ascend to ~ glory of ,2 bright-
~~~ angle of forty-five degrees~ Donohoe's in Little Green 
Street like ~ shot £!! ~ shovel. He built it up to stick a pin in it. 
But the language--the language was bright and shiny and new and 
hopeful. 
To recognize the truth and to call it by its name, he had 
said to Eugene. Reality, he had called it. In this room were the 
interpreters of reality, the representatives of the age of despair, the 
literature that had grown out of the bewilderment and spiritual dispos-
session of the times. The "Hollow Men" theme, Shape without ~' 
shade without color, Paralyzed force, gesture without motion. An arid 
world deprived of faith and hope, ending ~ ~ ~ bang ~ ~ whimper. 
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It was a valid representation of a complexity and a loss of 
illusions. Yet a mirror held to life may be many-faceted and another 
angle may present another view. There were positive values underlying 
the nihilism of the twentieth century despair, he believed. The diffi-
culty of approach might lie in the terms or the language in which they 
are expressed. 
He spent two days and a night upon a reexamination of Hemingway. 
The fierce and beautiful story of ! FAREWELL !Q !!!!:§ was Hemingway's 
savagely trenchant cry against the condition of the people who bring so 
much courage to this world that "the world has to kill them to break 
them, so of course it kills them.• The conviction of an indifferent God 
was present in ~ SUN ~ RISES, but Hemingway had an added dimension 
here. Lieutenant Henry could only sit back and wait and accept. It was 
useless to struggle, the chance of a choice was negligible. Lady Brett 
Ashley is given the opportunity to choose. In this book are the more 
positive values. Lady Brett chooses to give up her bull fighter for his 
own good. She states the theme of the book when she gives as her reason 
"It's what we have instead of God." It is ~sort of morality, the 
morality that remains from the post-war world. The book, Simon realized, 
was the spokesman for an era of a lack of belief. Yet the very theme 
expresses a code by which to live. 
In FOR !lliQ!i .!!!]! BELL TOLLS, Simon thought, Hemingway had 
undergone a purification. Both Lieutenant Henry and Brett Ashley sought 
for their meanings in an extension of self. Robert Jordan's scope was 
wider and encompassed the world. Whether Robert Jordan's excess of re-
sponsibility to others was quite believable, and whether Simon was 
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willing to accept the fact that this responsibility alone (which, he 
thought, was not too plausibly presented) could bring him to a foreign 
countr.y to participate in a foreign war, was not here the issue. His 
concern lay with the attitude of Hemingway eleven years after! FAREWELL 
!Q. ~and fourteen years later than THE §!lli ~ .;.;RI::;;;S;;,;;;;E~S. The former 
dealt with a loss of values and a total lack of meaning; the latter 
admitted a code as a value but still found no meaning. Robert Jordan's 
willingness to stay behind with his broken leg and send the others on 
came from his ultimate conviction that one can do nothing for oneself but 
perhaps one can do something for another. The human link that bound one 
person to another was ver.y strong in Robert Jordan and, by this time, in 
Hemingway too. 
When he was not reading, he thought about Sylvia. What would 
she do when the weak of condolences was over? People filled the house 
now; soon they would stop coming. Until this week, he had pictured her 
at home as busy and surrounded by her duties and her child. She would 
be alone as he was alone, with nothing to do and no interest in solving 
the problems of the world. How will she bear it, he asked himself and 
could have sobbed aloud for the loneliness that would be hers. 
He could not accustom himself to the silence of the telephone. 
As in the past, when he would not leave the apartment for fear he would 
miss her call, he waited. This is foolish, he told himself. Words 
like indecent and morally offensive came into his mind. It was hardly 
a time to expect •••• 
In the interval of waiting, THE MAGIC MOUNTAIN offered its 
challenge. There was an unhealthy concept, for Simon, in Mann's 
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withdrawing the artist from life. He seemed to admit this by bestowing 
disease upon his characters. If the artist sees the world with a 
special insight, Simon told himself, in a world of disease, will not the 
artist's view be tinged with disease? Mann's fear or distrust of the 
world of Art seemed to be expressed in the tenns which he employed to 
symbolize it. The lovely Madame Chaucat was license and freedom as well 
as death. She was alive only as she could draw life to her. Was Mann 
saying that through death one may find life? Or, in withdrawing from 
life, the artist may come to terms with reality? But with the thunder-
clap of war, Hans responded to his duty and came down "below" to fight 
as a soldier. Did Mann mean one may withdraw to the world of Art, but 
when worldly affairs call, you must respond? Or that the artist cannot 
get so far away he is no longer in touch with reality? There was more. 
"Love stands opposed to death. It is love, not reason, that 
is stronger than death. Only love, not reason, gives sweet thoughts. 
And from love and sweetness alone can form come: form and civilization, 
friendly, enlightened, beautiful human intercourse ••• " 
And then: 
"For the sake of goodness and love, man shall let death have 
no sovereignty over his thoughts." 
Of all the people in the book who "stood for" something, 
Pepperkorn seemed a key figure. His name itselt meant a kernel of 
pepper which represents vitality and life. In an oversimplified version, 
Pepperkom seemed to represent love. He lived for love (making love 
verbally to every woman he met) and had to love to live; so, because of 
love, he willed to die. He sacrificed himself for love of Clavdia and 
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and for love of Hans. And through love he attained his meaning of life. 
What was reality for Mann? Was it love? 
At one point, Simon became confused. What am I seeking in all 
this, he asked himself. And he gave his involuntar,y glance at the tele-
phone. It was difficult to retrace his steps back to the heart of his 
quest. The quest for the positive, he told himself. That was the thing. 
He remembered a line from an essay by Dorothy Van Ghent: for the think-
ing and feeling ~ cannot live without ~ coherent schematization of 
reality. 
If he summed it all up, would he find his only reality to be 
the telephone? He shivered. 
When Barcia called, he was surprised at his unexpected delight. 
"This is really very nice of you. If you'd forgotten me, I 
wouldn't blame you." 
Her laugh was soft. "Why should I forget you?" 
"I haven't been... Well, let's forget that. Tell me why you 
called. No, that sounds as if •State your mission and be gone.• I 
didn't mean •••• " 
"It doesn't matter what you say. I can tell you're glad to 
hear from me. Don't ask why." 
"It•s in my voice. I know I sound delighted." 
She laughed again with a new assurance which seemed charming. 
He found himself smiling in accord. 
WWould you like to t~e me to dinner? There's a small 
restaurant across from the Gardens •••• " 
"I know the place. They have tables in the open. When are 
324. 
you free?" 
There was no hesitation in her voice. "Tonight." 
Suddenly ever,ything came back to him and he did not answer 
for a moment. But there was no use sitting home waiting for a call 
that would not come--could not come. He felt his freedom all at once 
as if a yoke had been lifted. With a feeling almost of relief, he 
realized he didn't have to wait for the call. It would not come anyway. 
ttTonight, Barcia, 11 he said. "And •••• thanks for calling." 
She wore a sheer white dress that evening with a full, wide 
skirt. Her waist seemed very tiny. He sensed her confidence the 
moment he grasped her hand and he was puzzled yet intrigued. Their 
positions had reversed; he was cast in the role of humbleness. 
"Are you thinking I should have mourned longer?" she asked, 
after they were seated. 
He started for he had been thinking something like that. He 
noticed that she was perfectly at ease and how naturally she spoke. 
"I don't deny that I mourn for Lewis in my heart," she said. 
"He did as he wished without consideration for me or anyone else. Oh, 
I'm not bitter--! simply face that realization honestly. Just as 
honestly, without hypocrisy, . I have a right to do as I wish." 
"You're very lucky," he said. "The feat is not to do as you 
like, but to know what you want to do." 
"I've become more sure even about that." 
A waitress in a blue uniform asked if they would like a cock-
tail and Barcia suggested wine. 
"I know about wines from Lewis," she said. •It was one of 
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his hobbieso He used to attend wine-tasting seminars. I never cared 
for the dry wines, but it's like acquiring a taste for olives." 
She ordered a Beaujolais, 1947, but Simon made a face over 
his glass. 
"It's like vinegar," he objected. 
"You have to learn to like it," she laughed. 
He was about to ask her if she would teach him but it seemed 
too flippant a remark and he was not free.... Or was he free? Remember-
ing Sylvia, the old ache came into his heart. How could I have forgotten, 
he thought. Even for a little while. Then he became aware of Barcia 
looking at him. 
"Don't," she said. "Don't go away." 
Her voice shook. In a moment her new-found confidence had 
been stripped away. They were sitting out in front at the edge of the 
cafe where they caught the early evening breeze of a b~ day, the sky 
darkening from mauve to twilight, the shadows of the trees receding into 
the approaching darkness, girls in fluttering summer prints passing 
along the sidewalk. He was seized by a sensation of pity. He took her 
hand and smiled at her. There is something beautiful about her, he 
thought. Like a small but elegant bird, fluff.y-feathered but soft with 
interesting and varied colorations. Suddenly his heart started to beat 
very fast. If Sylvia had decided to come to him. A feeling of panic 
caught him. It is impossible, he thought. She is still sitting in mourn-
ing. Barcia gave him a light smile as she released his hand. He smiled 
back, but his heart was heavy. 
Later, they walked in the Gardens and paused over the little 
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Japanese bridge and threw pebbles into the darkness of the water, 
listening for the splash that would tell them they had hit their mark. 
"I'm so glad we did this," Simon said. "I've been feeling 
very tight lately--as if someone had put a wire around my chest. I 
never saw anything like the way you've loosened the wire. I want to 
thank you." 
Her reaction was unexpected. She moved from his side quickly 
and began to walk very fast down the bridge and along the path. After 
his first surprise, he hurried after her. 
"What's wrong? Have I hurt you? What did I say?" 
She put her handkerchief to her eyes, it glowed white in the 
dim light. 
"Barcia. What have I done?" 
"I'm silly to cry," she said, forcing a laugh. "You've made 
me very happy." 
He looked at her with a sort of wonder. What a brute I've 
been, he thought. Just saying something nice means so much to her. And 
I • ve been so stingy with my words. 
She would not let him drive her home. "It's quite unnecessary. 
The train is very convenient. And it isn't late." 
He consented at last if she would promise to have dinner with 
him again very soon. She smiled as she nodded and he named a night. 
He saw her twice after that. Each time he met her in the City 
and each time she took the train home. He found himself talking to her 
easily, she had a responsiveness, he felt, that culminated from a sincere 
consideration of his feelings. The fourth time he saw her he drove her 
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home. He sat behind the wheel with the straining awkwardness of the in-
experienced driver, concentrating upon the road and the mechanisms of 
the car so intently that he answered her questions with only half his 
attention. Yet he was acutely aware of her beside him, of her dainti-
ness and her femininity. When he reached the Meyrson house, he pulled 
over to the curb. The house loomed large and dark, a single light 
glowed palely on the porch. The stillness filtered into the car, held 
them captive. Her scent was light, violets, he thought, but he was not 
sure. He leaned forward, her mouth was pink in the darkness, the lip-
stick smudged off one corner. 
"Mr. Diamond has left," she said suddenly. "He has gone home 
to his daughter." 
All at once the night seemed cool. "Summer is almost over," 
he said. Then, "Sylvia must need him." 
"He needs her. His sense of guilt is overwhelming. He s~s 
it all happened because he was unwilling to suffer. Do you understand 
what he means?" 
"Yes." 
"I've been trying to think of a word that would describe you. 
I think I know one. Wise." 
He made a grimace. "Not ver,y. You know, it's as if the in-
tellect and the emotions are two separate organisms and act independ-
ently of each other." 
She nodded. 
''When m~ I see you again?" he asked. 
"Whenever you wish." 
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"You do want to?" 
She put out her hand and he took it and felt the warmth of 
her pressure. 
He drove home slowly; and, when he reached his apartment, 
Sylvia was there. 
She wore a simple black dress with the black slashed ribbon 
pinned to one shoulder. Her reddish hair was dull and hastily combed, 
and her white face had dark smudges under the eyes. After the initial 
shock of seeing her there, he suspected that she had not known what she 
was doing and had come by instinct in an effort to run away from her 
pain. That is what I•ve been for her, he thought. Escape. She seemed 
to read his thoughts. 
"You mustn•t think I'm not aware," she said. "I had to come." 
As he looked at her, she appeared older, different, finally 
and u1 timately middle-aged. Remembrance returned and with it a rush of 
emotion. He reached for her and took her in his arms. 
"I've longed for this," she said. 
It seemed to him there was a false ring to her words, as if 
she were willing a situation that was reluctant to respond. Yet he 
wished the situation to be real as much as she. When he kissed her lips, 
she pressed· them too hard against his. She is a woman who has to have 
her w~, he thought. What he had loved in her as passion, he sensed now 
as grossness of appetite and he was repelled. He released her and moved 
away. 
"Simon," she whispered from where he had left her. "I need 
you more than ever." 
329. 
She's forcing, he thought. It's not true. She needs some-
thing and she thinks maybe this will be it. He wondered at his object-
ivity and mingled with the aversion she had aroused in him, was repug-
nance at his own coldness. Above everything, he was sorry for her. 
She moved around the small room, a graceful woman with a 
haggard face, touching his books on the shelves, fingering his papers, 
at last settling in her chair near the window. The night noises reached 
them, voices in the street, a siren shrilling its tragic scream. Her 
fingers worked against the fabric on the arms. 
"It was Eugene's fault," she said. "He was always after him. 
Paul didn't understand how to please him. Nobody could understand what 
he wanted of the boy, least of all, Eugene himself." 
"Don't, Sylvia. Eugene has tried to win a place for himself 
and his family. His idea of a place has changed and it•s the transition 
that is difficult to understand." 
"I don't mean to burden you with mw troubles. You don•t really 
care. You never came to see me. But then, nobody cares." 
"I was there three times." 
"Is that true? How strange. I don't remember.... They kept 
giving me pills." 
"I was there. How could you think •• l" 
"Think? How can I think? I don't dare." 
He looked away uneasily. 
"Where were you tonight? I waited--I don't know how long. I 
kept thinking, suppose somebody comes home with you and sees me. I 
didn't care. I had to be here." 
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Again he felt uneasy. He told her about his evening. "Are 
you angry?" he asked. 
"Not angry," she said. "Only sad." 
He was urged to denial. "It isn•t what you think. I've 
waited only for you. Barcia has never interested me. It was lonely 
waiting." 
Her fingers picked incessantly at the fabric, ballerina move-
ments against the time-darkened cloth. "Are you interested now?" 
He looked at her questioningly. 
"In Barcia, I mean." 
"She's a nice person. I like her." 
Her fingers moved from the cloth in an irritated gesture. 
"Stop hedging. You know what I mean." 
He thought a moment, but she stopped him before he could 
answer. "No, don't. This is foolish. She's such a mouse. How could 
you be?" 
He was silent, trying to close his mind against what his 
answer would have been. She leaned back in her chair and he recognized 
the look that came over her face. Does she want to, he wondered. 
She must realize it's finished--for her as well as for me. Or is she 
fighting the whole concept refusal would betray? It was as if another 
part of him watched her rise and come toward him. She leaned over him, 
touched him. He could not take his gaze from her face. He met with a 
full impact the horror that filled her eyes. Then she was sobbing. 
"Sylvia." 
He tried to grasp her arm, but she pulled away and ran from 
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him out of the apartment. The pity he experienced was immeasurable and 
it was not alone for her. The inside of his boqy was one great ache and 
in the whole of him was sadness. 
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CHAPTER XXI 
That morning Eugene could trace the white, marshmallow clouds 
that floated in third-dimensional relief against the background of the 
gray sky. It's not going to rain, he thought. The sky is lightening. 
That's a coherent observation, he told himself. The pills must be 
losing their effect. A feeling of fright overtook him. He went quickly 
into the bathroom, shook two green capsules into his palm, and swallowed 
them. Then he resumed his seat by the window. In a little while, the 
familiar haze descended warmly. That was better. He began to ponder, 
straining his eyes as if it were an outer vision he was trying to 
penetrate. 
Since the spring of that year, Eugene Manning had had two 
revelations coming not as two separate and distinct experiences, but 
rather as a series, a series which comprised only the two; the first, 
or minor, revelation being capable of standing alone as a free and dis-
tinct experience, and the second, or major, revelation being an ex-
tension, a continuation, a sequel of the first and so the second in the 
series of two and yet being a series of its own self and for its own 
sake in that it contained not one pure and whole experience but a series 
of minor revelations that were not revelations in that they left no con-
ecious impressions--that is, until the final or major revelation which 
produced an effect explosive enough to disrupt Eugene Manning's relation-
ships with various factors within Eugene Manning's entire social orbit. 
Now a revelation, consciously or otherwise, is a reciprocal 
action capable of producing a twofold result. On the one hand, it con-
tains the act of revealing, of disclosing to others what was unknown 
before; on the other hand, it contains the act of being revealed to--
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of being the recipient of the disclosure. One action is incomplete 
without the other, similar to crying aloud where there is nobody to hear 
(an occupation that is non-dynamic since it produces no sound). All 
these definitions were verifiable and had been verified by Eugene Manning. 
The first of Eugene }~ing's revelations had been startling 
and disturbing, shaking him from the complacency in which he thought he 
was secure. But while the experience of this revelation was pure and 
whole, complete within itself and needing no prologue, bilogue, or epi-
logue to enhance its meaning, the complacency in which he had been 
lodged could not have been as pure. The second revelation had been con-
tingent upon the first, a cause and effect relationship in a certain 
sense in that it required the impact of the first to reveal the full im-
plication of the second. Now what of a third? Was that also a revela-
tion? And what had it revealed? 
He fell asleep, upright, sitting in his chair. 
When he woke, his mind was clear. He noticed the sun at its 
afternoon slant across the rug. It did not rain after all, he thought. 
Where is everyone, he wondered. Had Sylvia's father really come back 
to stay? Or had he imagined? The house was quiet, a dripping tap from 
the bathroom the only sound. He was aware of the pain in the pit of his 
stomach, searing, gripping; but, for the first time, strangely bearable, 
and he felt he could live again without the aid of the pills. How long 
had he been in an anesthetized state? What day •••• 7 No, with that 
thought he could not yet live. He pulled his mind back. 
Behind the sun was the water. Afternoon? It could not be. 
Morning still and the day lay ahead. A clock on the table beside the 
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bed ticked loudly, the longer hand pointed to twelve, the shorter to 
nine. It did not seem possible. And where was Sylvia? He found her in 
the living-room, asleep on the divan, fully clothed. She half-opened her 
eyes at his shake, opened them fully, but did not arise. 
"Why did you sleep here?" he asked in surprise. 
"I was tired." 
"You should have come to bed." 
"I sat down, then I was too tired to move. I fell asleep." 
"I'm sorr.y, Sylvia." He hesitated, started to speak again, 
but she stopped him. 
remember." 
"Don•t. I know you're sorry about everything." 
"You still blame me." 
"Oh, that. You're remembering the things I said." 
"You were hysterical. People say things. I don • t want to 
Memor.y, he thought. Memory and desire. How could he now? 
Yet.... Her face was so pale, the circles under her eyes so dark. Her 
hair was dull and lifeless, more brown than red. She should go to her 
hairdresser's, he thought, but he was ashamed to suggest it. Was there 
guilt in wanting to pick up the threads of life? People said, You ~ 
put ~ tragedy behind you. You must learn 12, endure it; ~' mostly, 
you ~ learn to 1,ill again. Yet they probably would be the first to 
point if and when you began to follow this advice. No, that way lay 
bitterness. It was nobody•s fault. Nobody•s? 
He sat on the edge of the divan and took her hand which lay 
soft and relaxed in his. Her fingers were limp and waxlike, he repressed 
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a shudder as he stroked them. He saw her eyes on his hands. 
"Your nails are so perfect. A man shouldn't have such nice 
hands. They should be blunter, more square perhaps. I don•t know. Only 
not perfect." 
He continued to stroke her fingers. Gentle, he thought. How 
gentle I must be with her. 
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you want." 
"Have I failed you very much, Sylvia?" 
She shrugged. Her fingers took a life of their own and with-
"You expected so much--from everyone." 
"Not from everyone. Never from everyone. Only from myself." 
"But it•s only through another person that you reach for what 
He thought this over seriously then looked at her in surprise. 
"How is it I never knew you were so perceptive? Imagine your saying 
such a thing. It•s absolutely true. I never dreamed •••• " 
She threw back her head in what seemed to be a laugh. "I 
don't want traits that I don•t possess pushed on me. It doesn't require 
any great vision to see what you tried to do through Lewis and then 
through Paul. It•s like a restlessness you have for not being able to 
leave things alone." She thought a moment. "You know the tree on our 
lawn--the mountain ash? Come with me and look at it." He followed her 
to the window, standing slightly behind her, looking with her at the tree 
with its magnificent, orange hanging berries. How excited he and Sylvia 
used to get when this tree began to blossom early in August and continued 
to bear its strange, heavy fruit throughout the month. September was 
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starting and still the tree bloomed, its berries drooping a little closer 
to the ground perhaps but still full and still magnificent. 
"I used to think of things I could do with those berries," 
Sylvia said. "I couldn't cook them--they're not eatable. Anyway, that 
wasn't the sort of thing I wanted. It was their beauty I wanted des-
perately to capture--to keep always for myself. And I didn't know how. 
I tried using clumps of them for a dinner table centerpiece. That was 
nice, but futile. They died too soon and what was left was sadder than 
not having used them at all. Finally, I knew I could never capture them 
to keep. It was better to leave them untouched on the tree and enjoy 
them b,y just looking at them. Without handling." 
"What are you saying?" Eugene asked stonily. 
"Nothing can be captured. You mustn't try." 
"Is this a moral lesson?" 
She started to speak then shrugged. He understood. It was 
all too late. 
Yet he could not deny the lifeblood beginning to flow again in 
his veins, not overpowering the pain but blending rather and acting in 
both a positive and negative fashion; for, though it tended to make the 
pain more tolerable, it quickened the pangs also and intensified them 
at the same time. He was sorry for Sylvia and he sensed the fact that 
he had never fully understood her or what it was she had wanted. He had 
come to the final sad admittance of her coldness. Vaguely, he had not 
faced what it implied, how much blame was attached to him. Had he failed 
her? By placing her too far above him? Had he truly put her on an un-
comfortable pedestal? What had she said about capturing beauty? Had he 
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manipulated her onto that pedestal--or tried to--in a vain attempt to 
create something other than that which was there? 
He was hardly aware that he had sunk onto a chair, his head 
lowered, until he realized that Sylvia had left the room. He shook his 
head. He must overcome these lapses. It was time to start getting 
better. Only he saw no purpose right now. He wanted a purpose. He 
closed his eyes and pr~ed for one. 
He must have gone into a lapse again, for when he opened his 
eyes he saw Mr. Diamond standing before him. The old man was fully 
dressed in his thin, shiny black suit with the praying cap on the back 
of his head. But when Eugene looked down, he saw the old man's feet, 
bare, white-skinned but with yellowed, broken nails. Can he have for-
gotten to put on his shoes, he wondered. Then it struck him that it 
was the beginning of senility and it was another sadness. 
"Papa," he said gently, "you've forgotten your shoes." 
The old man looked at his feet with a bewildered stare then 
shook his head slowly. Without a word, he went to his room; and, when 
he came back, his feet were shod. 
"My memory is not so good," he said ruefully. "I am too old. 
Or maybe these things are not so important any more." 
"Not important to wear shoes, Papa?" Eugene asked smiling. 
His father-in-law looked at him sternly. "You can. smile. 
So soon--and you can smile?" 
A chill passed through Eugene• s body and a great roar filled 
his head. Then he shook himself. "This is not like you, Papa," he 
said, still gentle. 
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The old man dropped into a chair and weak tears ran down his 
face. 
'~at is there left of me--of my wisdom, my lifelong philosopby? 
Always it was philosophy with me. Then--when I was needed--what good was 
my philosophy?" 
A sprinkling of rain tinkled against the windm-1. The light 
faded from the room and the furniture breathed dampness. 
"Why do you blame yourself, Papa?" 
"It was my pride. I left because of my own pride. If I had 
been here •••• " 
But Eugene did not want to listen. He gave an impatient gesture 
and angrily turned away. 
Mr. Diamond continued to speak, lifelessly, not looking at 
Eugene. 
"I shirked my obligation when I did not stay. My guilt was that 
I was unwilling to suffer. M~be I shirk my obligation now, for it is 
my duty to speak. Sooner or later you must know, and I am willing now to 
suffer so it is I who must tell you. There are no secrets. Nothing 
stays hidden unless it•s what we don't really want to see." 
Eugene had closed his mind against listening. His anger was 
gone and he felt only boredom with age and the mumblings of senility. 
Suddenly, the dim light, the grayness of the fused sea and sky through 
the window, the dampness were too oppressive to tolerate. He felt he 
must leave, but he did not know where to go. The lifeblood stirred with-
in him and he did not know where to go. 
~ere are you going my son?" his father-in-law asked, and 
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he realized he had walked toward the door. 
He did not answer. It was not until he had driven out of the 
garage that he made up his mind to go to the City and to his business. 
Yet the thought of the long drive into the city seemed formidable. The 
train? There would be the commuters--it was past the hour for themen 
going to business, but there were always the stragglers and the women 
with their inevitable shopping. He could not face the embarrassment in 
their eyes. They would look away; then, guiltily, come over, murmer a 
few polite words, act stilted, strange, then drift to another seat. He 
had experienced the sensation himself with a neighbor who had had a 
trageQy. His decision rested on the car after all, and perhaps it would 
be for the best. Driving would occupy his mind. 
The City was warmer by ten degrees, gray and humid, with fat, 
late-summer flies lazing on window panes. On Kneeland Street, a new 
activity had occurred during the time he had been away, a new mood, a 
rhythm paced to the season ahead rather than to the passing summer. 
People hastened along the street, their eyes lost in planning, acquaint-
ances passed each other with hurried greetings, bosses gulped their 
coffee behind cafeteria windows. Eugene drove along the street to where 
the buildings decreased in size until he reached the long, low concrete 
building at the far end of the street. Here the buzz of activity ceased, 
a sense of stagnation and decadence seemed to ooze from the concrete 
walls. Two decrepit, faded automobiles idled against the chain-link 
fence, an unwashed, newer model stood parked in the center of the yard. 
Eugene drove carefully around this car and stopped before the deserted 
loading platform. 
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As in the courtyard of the princess who had fallen asleep and 
all her courtiers with her, desolation pervaded the yard. He had a 
surge of wanting to accomplish something--to awake the life in the yard. 
Once more the trucks would line the platform, lusty voices would bawl 
commands, salesmen would stop, perspiring, doubtful, eyeing the number 
of cars parked and mentally counting the wait they would have. How 
long since all this had been? One month? Two months? 
One brief summer. 
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Only one girl looked up, startled, as he entered. He cut 
short her attempted words of sympathy and went into his office. The 
sense of desolation was stronger here. Dust 1~ on the furniture, a 
heavy film that seemed to have an oil base when he touched it with his 
finger. Grease clung to his forefinger when he rubbed his thumb against 
it. Marcus came into the room noiselessly, his face thin and lined. 
"It's time you came back,• he said. 
When Eugene looked at his face, he shrank in his soul, for 
it seemed that he saw before him the head of a cadaver. For a moment, 
he saw the flesh disappear from the face of the foreman and the outline 
of the bones came dimly into view. The illusion passed and the fore-
man's gr~ed head bent over the scattered papers on Eugene's desk. His 
ferret eyes searched out the paper he wanted while he nasally intoned a 
monologue in a plaintively accusing voice. 
"If you're looking over conditions, they're lousy. We done 
the best we could, but you know yourself what it is without a chief. 
Our salesmen have been taking on other lines and fluffing off our stuff. 
You can't blame them--we didn't even have a complete fall line for them 
to show. It's not just now. Excuse me, boss, but it's a long time 
since you been like yourself." 
Eugene wrinkled his brow and thought. "What was that like?" 
ttLike--like yourself." 
Who am I? Of what substance am I made? 
"I can't remember how I was. Can you tell me, Marcus?" 
"Well, you know. Forceful, sort of. You had to have things 
your way. So you made them come out your w~." 
"And that was good?" 
"It was good for the business." 
"Ah, yes. If the ultimate result is good, and so fortn." 
The foreman's pale face flushed and his eyes narrowed. "I'll 
level with you," he said. "I don't like you to talk to me like I'm 
some ignorant kid. I don't have to be the smartest to know when I'm 
being treated like the dumbest." 
Arrested, his hands stopped their search among the papers. 
Blunt hands, gr~ lined, with dirty rims under the finger-nails. A 
man shouldn't have perfect hands, Eugene thought. But--imperfect to 
this degree? Perhaps. Sylvia liked things rough and harsh. It was a 
sudden flash of perception, new and strange. He became aware of the 
silence in the factory beyond his office. Where were the noises, the 
whirring of machines, the hissing of steam-irons, the clacking of the 
iron-wheeled runners, and the incessant whispering, whispering of the 
women over their sewing and folding and stacking? How was it that 
silence could create more noise than sound? 
"Maybe I'm the dumbest, Marcus," he said quietly. "Maybe 
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the trouble is that I know it." 
"Oh, come off it. We're both touchy. All that printed woolen, 
and the styles calling for it all the way back to Paris, and we're 
loaded with it on the shelves. You guessed it right, then we did nothing 
with it." 
"It lost its importance for me," Eugene said. 
Marcus hesitated, his thin face worried. "You know what that 
means?" 
Eugene's voice was soft. "You're thinking about your job if 
the business fails. You have a clear idea of what is important to you 
and you want to hang on to it." 
"I have responsibilities," Marcus said. There was a trace of 
guilt in his voice. 
"That's an answer that settles everything. When are you plan-
ning to leave?" 
"It's an idea that's been locked up in me. It only just came 
out." 
Eugene nodded. "We have time then. Time to think and time 
to plan." 
He saw Marcus staring at him queerly. "It•s all right. I 
may fool you yet." 
"I never said you were through, boss," Marcus said quickly. 
If only, Eugene thought, I had an incentive to build again. 
There was no Paul now. Even for somebody like Marcus, if Marcus could 
mean enough to him. He smiled at the thought. "You feeling better?" 
Marcus asked, and he realized his smile had been visible. "It's all 
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right," he said again. "There's still time. We'll think of something." 
He saw the doubt on Marcus• face, and he wanted to be left 
alone. He walked into the long, silent corridor and opened the door to 
the workroom. How silent were the machines; and, suddenly, he was 
frightened with a sick gray fear. It seemed as if a doom was imminent, 
coming in like a slow, slow tide. The silence of the machines meant doom, 
and the cadaver-like face of Marcus meant doom, and from the walls oozed 
a sweat that was like a gray, slow doom. I cannot bear this, he thought. 
This is not what I want at all. 
He went back to his office, empty now that Marcus had left. 
An accelerator coughed in the yard outside. Marcus is leaving for lunch, 
he thought. Had he said goodbye? He couldn't remember. I'll see him 
in the morning, he said to himself. He sat in the empty office, and he 
felt the lifeblood quickening in him, and he had no direction in which to 
push it. Sylvia? He stopped and waited for the lunge in his breast to 
subside. 
There ~ !!Q. secrets. Nothing stays hidden unless ~s what 
~don't really want to~· 
What had the old man meant? 
How can I tell Sylvia about the business, he thought. Success 
had meant a great deal to her. He turned the idea over in his mind, 
testing it. Yes, it was important enough and he could do it for Sylvia's 
sake. She had had enough taken from her. Not the business too. This 
he could do for her. Perhaps she would discuss it with him and they 
would plan together. He thought eagerly of home and how he would speak 
with her, gently, carefully, as if it were in his power to break her or 
preserve her whole. All the way home, he held the wheel of his car with 
gentle hands and he felt the lifeblood in his veins and he knew it 
would be all right. He had to see her and then everything would be all 
right. 
The sun was dipping toward the water as he drove along the 
shore. It had been a pale sun that day, without brightness, and the 
sand beneath it lay heavy and clay-colored. If he had had the possession 
of controlling the elements, he would have set back the hour and shined 
the pale cloud on the face of the sun into a burnished, gloss-blinding 
globe. As if in mockery, the pale yellow dimmed, passed behind a cloud, 
a grayness settled over the sea. His wheels sang a faster tune over the 
road. If he could not change the day, he wanted to escape it. If only 
Sylvia would be home. 
When he saw the old man in the living-room, he had a sudden 
desire to run. The gray sick fear returned and the doom hanging over 
his head was a visible, tangible, gray-colored object. A force propelled 
him; words left his mouth without his volition. 
''What did you mean when you said there are no secrets, Papa 1" 
"Are you home already?" Mr. Diamond asked. Age and weakness 
had placed a quaver in his voice, but a cavalier spirit preserved in him 
the desire for meticulous detail. He presented a sharp contrast in black 
and white with his white, spotless hands and nails against the shiny 
black of his suit and his white face and hair, his trimmed whiskers blen-
ding into the waxen color of his skin, against the small, black skull-cap 
perched on the back of his head. Only the whites of his eyes showed 
scarlet threads, rivers of blood whose sources were in the land of reading 
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too many books over a period of too many years. 
A great impatience for his wife seized Eugene. "What nonsense," 
he said aloud. 
It was dim in the room with the sun gone. The sea loomed gray 
and massive outside the window; the waves moved in pearly undulations 
that swelled but refused to break. Two birds flashed, white-winged, over 
the blanket of lead, their cries penetrating into the room. Eugene shiv-
ered slightly. 
"What did you mean, Papa?" he asked again. "Do you remember 
what you said?" 
The veins showed red in the old man's eyes then were lost be-
hind a sudden wash of tears. His face broke, his mouth opened on the 
border of lamentation but his voice emerged whole with only the quaver 
that belonged to age and weakness. 
"You know already, ~ son." 
"It•s Sylvia. Isn•t it, Papa?" 
"It was ~ pride that made me leave before. I was lonely, so 
I tried to draw closer to ~ children. When they pulled away from me, I 
was unwilling to suffer. It is essential to suffer for good to come. 
I cannot turn ~ back again. I would be afraid." 
·~ill you tell me now?" 
"She is ~ daughter. I need not tell you what you already 
know. But you must stop her. You must not let her go out like last 
night •••• " 
"Last night? But it was Lewis. I thought you meant Lewis." 
"And then the other. Lewis is gone, but you must stop the 
other. I tell you only so you will stop the other." 
And then Eugene was aware of a pain that was unlike any pain 
he had ever known. He was suffocating; he felt he could not breathe. 
He went into the bedroom and tore his tie from around his neck, and he 
pulled at the buttons of his shirt until he flung it from him. Was it 
true, or was the old man senile? His anguish was such that he could not 
rest. Flashes of heat ran through his head and down the length of his 
body, and he longed to immerse himself in water. He finished undressing 
and put on a pair of bathing trunks. Then he could not leave. Was it 
true? Could he believe the old man? Near the wall was her desk, fruit-
wood with a delicate inlaid design. He had never •••• There might be some 
evidence. He had to know. 
In the single drawer'were stationery, envelopes, stamps, a 
yellow pencil and a pile of unpaid bills. He glanced through the bills 
quickly. Nothing there. Relief was an elusive nymph, beckoning, as 
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yet uncaught. His eyes searched the desk as if they willed to tear apart 
the fragile construction. Under the leather corner of the pink blotter, 
he saw a slim line of white like the edge of a petticoat peeping from 
under a skirt. Quickly, he lifted the blotter. It was a note, type-
written, on plain white paper, unheaded and unsigned. His hands trembled 
slightly as he read. 
We spoke of golden moments and silver moments--and, incident-
~' ~ almost convinced ll ~ Wordsworth--anyway, ~ thought of ~ · 
further definition of the golden moments. Using the Platonic concept of 
~ideal, the word happiness might almost be~ synonym--~ 1!, not 
happiness ~ ~ conceive it but _!!! almost purity .2.f .f2r!!! Q! ~ ideal Q! 
essence 2! happiness 2r happinessess. Am I sounding ~ ~ thesis? 
Anyway, ~possible to understand~ thing perfectly~ mentally and 
!12! reallY understand 1!:. 2-r "know" it--~ French have !. wonderful way 
of using ~ separate words for that ~--until the true knowledge of 
the golden moment comes to you in the~ of~ revelation 2-r !?z 
experience. 
It was not until he had read the note for the third time that 
understanding reached him. The house was so quiet he caught the whisper 
of Sylvia's dress. When he turned, he saw her standing in the doorway. 
Her eyes were alive with awareness and he stared at her in bewilderment. 
"Why Simon?" he asked. "Lewis was handsome. But Skinny 
Legs.... The ugly man." He shook his head. "Of course. It was the 
violence you loved. Not that Simon is anything but gentle, but ugliness 
in itself is violent. And you--you've made everything ugly." 
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As he watched, her face grew paler at what she saw in his 
eyes. He caught her, swung her away as she started to run from the room. 
She stumbled against him, struck at him, gasped in terror. She sounded 
his name, and he heard his voice rasp, "If it's violence you want •••• " 
He flung her on the bed and threw himself upon her. She lay 
still and lifeless under his body. But his maleness deserted him andhe 
could not complete his action. She looked at him, tried to laugh and 
choked on the sound and began to shiver and sob. He rose to his feet 
and stood looking down at her for a long moment. The violence was gone. 
He felt only a dull, pulsing anger, a moment of puzzlement as he listened 
to the sounds of her sorrow and despair. Then a complete enervation 
overtook him and all he desired was the sea and to be cleansed. He heard 
her call after him, "Don•t leave me. Please don't leave me. I need you 
now.~ 
He could feel the cold wind in a damp, gushing stream as he 
stepped outside and down the stone stairs. His feet found the familiar 
clefts in the rocks. He breathed in the damp grayness of sea and sand 
and sky and a cold life returned to him. He plunged into the waves 
and began to swim away from the shore toward the open sea. The water 
was warmer than the air had been, and the ocean had a singing silence. 
Automatically, he propelled himself smoothly, in even rhythm, carrying 
himself further and further toward aloneness. The cries of the birds 
were loud and clear overhead and they mingled with the sound of his arms 
scathing the sea. Ahead lay an issue that, suddenly, he did not want 
to face. What would he do when he reached the point which he called 
the point of half-completion when his strength began to fail ever so 
slightly and he knew it was time to conserve, then head for shore? He 
closed his mind and listened only to the roaring in his ears and the 
sound that was like water beating against a distant cliff. He was aware 
of the hesitation in the rhythm of his arms and he knew he had reached 
the point where it was time to turn back. Still he swam on. 
only to swim even if he had to fight to swim. 
You fight too hard, Eugene. 
He wanted 
His mother had not known about all of this. How could anyone 
have known? Still he turned on his back and floated for a while. A 
mauve twilight had bathed the water in a soft diffused light and his 
solitude was infinite. All he had ever wanted was to win a place for 
himself and his family. Everything was lost now, gone, even desire was 
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gone. He began to swim again, further out, into the open sea. 
Suddenly, ahead, he saw the boat, long and sleek, white-prowed, 
and the man and woman on deck watching him silently, inexorably, as if 
they were playing out a line with himself at the end, playing with him 
until they would decide to pull him in. It•s no use, he thought. 
Nothing is any use. It wasn't as if he had reached any decision, but he 
had wanted any decision he did make to be his own. "It's no use," he 
said aloud into the sea. He could not hear the sound of his own voice. 
What shall I do, he thought. How can I go back? And he 
thought of Sylvia lying across the bed as he had left her, crumpled, 
middle-aged, and alone. "I need you now," she had said. Could a man 
ever really forgive a woman? He lay on his back and floated under the 
eyes of the man and woman who watched. It's no use, he thought again. 
He thought of Sylvia and of changing their life together and 
he felt tired and as if it were beyond him. Would the lifeblood ever 
stir in him once more as it had this morning? 
He turned in the water and began to swim, slowly, conserving 
his strength, resting at intervals, toward shore in the direction of 
home. 
